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THE  WHITE    HECATOMB 

"  For  they  have  sown  the  wind,  and  they  shall  reap  the 
whirlwind." — Hosea  viii.  7. 

''  PHEA,  InkosI  am.  I  know  by  the 
^^^  smell  of  it  that  this  snuff  is  of  the 
same  kind  as  that  which  my  grandson  brought 
from  you  the  other  day.  Well,  I  am  thankful 
that  before  I  die  I  taste  in  my  nose  what 
really  is  snuff.  But  to  think  that  I  should 
have  had  to  wait  all  these  years  for  it ; — and 
now  to  be  unable  to  see  its  colour !  There, 
I  have  kissed  your  hand,  and  that  is  all  I  can 
do  to  show  my  gratitude. 

'*  That  one  like  you — one  who  can  have 
as  much  as  he  likes  of  such  snuff — should 
want  to  come  here  and  talk  to  an  old  woman 
such  as  I,  is  wonderful.  You  cannot  be  old, 
to  judge  by  your  voice.  Is  it  not  perhaps 
the  young  women  you  want  to  talk  to  ?  But 
give    them    none   of    that    snuff, — they   are 


sir 


ii  .':'•'.  "'.THK    WHITE   HECATOMB 

impudent  children  of  no  experience,  and 
would  not  value  it.  Well,  if  it  be  myself 
that  you  want  to  talk  to,  my  tongue  is  alive 
although  my  eyes  are  dead. 

"When  was  I  born,  did  you  say?  That 
I  can  hardly  tell  you.  I  think  that  none  but 
myself  are  now  living  who  saw  that  day. 
My  father's  clan  dwelt  far  from  here,  beyond 
the  Tugela  river.  He  was  just  a  common 
man  of  the  Amangwane  tribe,  and  he  stood 
close,  until  the  day  of  his  death,  to  the  great 
flighting  chief  Matiwane.  In  the  days  of  my 
childhood  I  saw  nothing  but  fighting  and 
wandering-  about.  I  do  not  remember  when 
we  first  began  to  wander,  but  I  think  my 
mother  was  wandering  when  she  bore  me. 
Tshaka  had  fallen  upon  us,  the  Amangwane, 
and  we,  in  turn,  fell  upon  the  Amahlubi, 
whom  we  followed,  fighting,  across  the 
Quathlamba  Mountains  into  a  land  of  wide 
plains,  high  mountains,  and  great  rivers. 

**When  still  a  little  girl  I  have  often  sat 
on  a  hill  with  the  women  and  the  other  chil- 
dren, and  looked  down  upon  the  fighting. 
When  the  villages  of  the  Bathlokua  were 
burnt  the  sun  and  the  whole  sky  were  hidden 
by  smoke. 
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**  Matiwane  was  one  who  loved  blood.  He 
drank  the  gall  of  every  chief  that  was  slain, 
to  make  him  fierce.  When  he  fled  back  to 
the  Zulu  country,  Dingaan  filled  his  mouth 
with  the  liver  of  an  ox,  and  told  the  captive 
Hlubis  to  beat  him  with  sticks  on  the  belly 
until  he  died.  But  that  was  long  after- 
wards, —  after  much  blood  had  flowed. 
Blood,  blood  ; — the  light  died  in  my  eyes 
many  years  ago,  yet  whenever  I  think  of 
the  days  when  I  was  a  child,  I  seem  to 
see  a  great  redness  glowing  through  the 
darkness. 

*'  When  Tshaka  fell  upon  us  for  the  third 
time,  he  drove  us  back  among  the  steep 
mountains  of  the  Lesuto,  and  here  we  said 
we  would  henceforth  dwell.  After  Tshaka's 
'impi'  had  departed,  Matiwane  sent  back 
parties  to  gather  some  millet  from  the  ruined 
fields,  for  our  crops  were  nearly  ripe  when 
we  were  driven  forth.  Then  our  men  took 
to  hunting,  and  we  lived  on  what  they  killed  ; 
but  there  was  much  sickness  among  us,  be- 
cause there  was  no  grain  for  the  children  to 
eat,  the  little  grain  we  had  being  kept  for 
seed.  When  the  children  cried  with  hunger 
they    were    told    to    wait    until    the    millet 
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grew,  for  that  then  their  hunger  would  be 
satisfied. 

"  The  spring  rains  fell  early,  and  on  every 
mountain-ledge  we  broke  the  ground  and 
planted  the  millet.  It  grew  as  millet  has 
never  grown  before  or  since,  in  spite  of  the 
steepness  of  the  ground,  and  we  used  to  go 
and  sit  among  the  high  thick  stalks,  and 
fondle  them,  and  think  that  in  a  few  weeks 
more  we  should  be  feasting  upon  the  food  we 
loved  so  much  and  had  been  without  for 
such  a  long  time. 

''Just  as  the  grain  commenced  forming, 
small  flights  of  locusts  began  to  arrive  from 
the  westward.  We  stood  around  the  millet 
patches  with  boughs  of  trees,  and  drove 
away  the  locusts  that  attempted  to  alight. 
One  day  we  saw  a  brown  cloud  arising  in 
the  west,  and  this  grew  and  spread  over  the 
mountain  tops  until  it  covered  the  whole 
land.  Then  the  cloud  descended  upon  our 
fields,  and  we  saw  that  it  was  a  great  flight 
of  locusts. 

"  Men,  women,  and  children  then  fought 
as  they  had  never  fought  in  the  worst  days 
of  battle  against  the  spears  of  Tshaka,  but 
it   was    all    in  vain.     Next   day   the   millet- 
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fields  were  bare,   and   the  men  wailed   like 
women. 

''Then  the  men  sharpened  their  spears 
once  more,  and  we  set  our  faces  to  the  south- 
ward. We  covered  the  face  of  the  land  like 
the  locusts  we  were  fleeing  from,  and  the 
tribes  fled  before  us  like  game  before  a  troop 
of  wild  dogs.  When  we  crossed  the  great 
river  (the  Orange)  we  turned  to  the  east- 
ward, and  over-ran  the  country  of  the  Aba- 
tembu,  who  never  stood  to  fight  us  on  a 
single  occasion.  Then  we  turned  to  the 
northward,  and  wandered  on,  secure  in  our 
great  numbers,  and  driving  herds  of  spoil. 
At  length  we  crossed  the  Umtata  river  and 
took  possession  of  the  mountain  range  be- 
tween that  and  the  Inxu  river.  Here,  we 
said,  we  will  make  a  home,  and  now  we  will 
cease  from  wanderinof  about  like  wild  animals. 
We  had  spoiled  the  Abatembu  of  grain,  so 
we  broke  the  ground  and  again  sowed  millet, 
of  which  we  gathered  a  good  harvest.  We 
built  huts,  and  we  thought  that  at  length  we 
should  have  rest.  I  was  then  a  young  girl, 
hardly  old  enough  to  marry. 

■'  One  day,  in  the  winter-time,  we  saw 
great   armies    coming   up    against   us    from 
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several  directions,  but  we  were  not  afraid, 
for  Matiwane  had  many  spears,  and  his  men 
feared  not  to  die  in  war.  One  small  body 
of  men  clad  in  bright  red  garments  came 
towards  us,  moving  together  as  one  man. 
When  they  came  close,  they  stretched  them- 
selves out  like  a  snake,  and  then  they  seemed 
to  place  tubes  like  black  reeds  to  their 
mouths,  through  which  they  blew  white 
smoke.  Then  our  men  began  to  fall  dead, 
and  our  hearts  were  turned  to  water  at  this 
dreadful  thing,  the  like  of  which  we  had 
never  before  seen.  With  the  smoke  came 
a  fearful  noise  like  thunder,  and  we  thought 
that  the  children  of  the  sky  had  come  down 
in  wrath  to  destroy  us.  Soon  we  heard  a 
louder  thunder,  and  then  balls  of  iron  fell  out 
of  the  sky  on  us,  and  smashed  our  men  into 
bloody  heaps  where  they  stood  thickest.  The 
Abatembu  and  the  Amagcaleka  now  moved 
up  from  behind  the  men  in  red,  and  fell  upon 
us  with  the  spear. 

*'  Then  took  place  a  great  slaughter,  and 
those  of  us  who  escaped  from  it  were  few. 
Women  and  children  were  sought  in  their 
hiding-places  and  killed  with  the  spear,  whilst 
the  old  and  sick  were  burned  quick  in  the 
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huts.  My  father  was  slain  early  in  the  day, 
and  my  mother  and  I  fled  with  some  others 
back  towards  the  Quathlamba  Mountains, 
meaning  to  reach,  if  possible,  the  country 
of  the  Lesuto,  and  place  ourselves  under 
Moshesh,  the  chief  of  the  Basuto. 

"We  fled  up  the  valley  of  the  Inxu  river, 
driving  a  few  cattle  before  us.  It  was  in 
the  middle  of  winter,  and  at  night  the 
cold  seemed  to  burn  like  fierce  fire.  We 
were  pursued  by  the  Abatembu,  but  they 
could  not  overtake  our  cattle,  and  having 
no  food,  were  obliged  to  turn  back.  When 
we  reached  the  mountains  the  feet  of  our 
cattle  were  so  sore  that  we  had  to  slaughter 
every  beast,  and  then  we  went  on,  carrying 
the  meat. 

*'  No  rain  had  fallen  since  our  flight  began, 
but  as  we  ascended  the  mountains  the  cold 
became  more  and  more  fierce.  Fuel  was 
scarce,  and  every  morning  many  lay  dead 
around  the  fire-places. 

**Just  before  we  reached  the  top  of  the 
mountain  range  the  weather  became  warmer, 
and  black  clouds  came  rolling  up.  As  night 
fell  the  wind  became  suddenly  again  cold, 
and  then  snow  began  to  fall 
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"That  night  saw  the  end  of  all  but  me. 
We  crowded  together  in  three  lots  for  the 
sake  of  warmth, — all  our  clothing  had  been 
thrown  away  in  the  flight,  so  we  were  quite 
naked.  The  women  and  children  crouched 
in  the  middle,  and  the  men  placed  them- 
selves around  and  held  up  their  shields  to  try 
and  keep  off  the  snow.  One  ring  of  men 
sat  on  the  ground  and  held  their  shields 
straight  up,  others  sloped  their  shields  out- 
wards, whilst  a  few  held  theirs  up  with  out- 
stretched arms,  the  whole  thus  taking  the 
shape  of  a  hut. 

*'  We  huddled  together  as  close  as  we 
could,  but  the  wind  carried  the  snow  in 
between  the  shields  in  fine  powder.  The 
chattering  of  teeth  sounded  for  a  little  while 
louder  than  the  wind,  and  ever  and  anon 
cries  of  '  Moi-ba-bo '  ^  arose.  Then  the  men 
in  the  group  next  to  the  one  in  which  I  was 
turned  their  spears  against  each  other  in 
their  pain,  and  those  of  them  who  still  lived 
scattered  and  died  among  the  rocks. 

"After  a  time  the  men  of  the  outer  ring 
died  where  they  sat,   and  the   last  thing   I 

^  A  native  exclamation  expressive  of  anguish  or 
distress. 
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remember  is  that  a  shield  sank  down  on  me  ; 
then  I  fell  asleep.  My  legs  and  my  body 
to  the  breast  were  covered  by  the  people 
lying  around  me,  and  I  was  leaning  forward 
against  a  man  who  was  quite  dead,  although 
there  was  a  little  warmth  still  left  In  his 
body.  Before  I  slept  I  ceased  to  feel  pain, 
and  became  quite  comfortable. 

"  I  awoke  feeling  sharp  pangs  all  over  me. 
I  could  not  move,  as  I  was  held  fast  by  the 
bodies  among  which  I  was  lying,  and  the 
shield  above  me  w^as  pressing  downward  with 
a  great  weight.  All  was  quite  dark,  and  I 
could  hear  no  sound. 

''  I  struggled  hard,  and  gradually  began  to 
loosen  myself.  Suddenly  I  felt  something 
slip  away  from  the  shield  above  me,  and  then 
I  moved  the  shield  away  easily  to  one  side, 
and  as  I  did  this  something  seemed  to  strike 
me  on  the  eyes,  a  great  light  flashed  all 
around  me,  and  then  I  could  see  nothing, 
although  I  could  breathe  free  air.  It  was 
this,  the  European  doctor  said,  which,  years 
afterwards,  caused  me  to  lose  my  eyesight 
altogether. 

''You  can  understand  what  had  happened  : 
— The  sun  was  shining  brightly,  there  was 
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no  cloud  in  the  sky,  but  the  whole  world  was 
white, — white, — white  ; — no  one,  before  or 
since,  ever  saw  such  a  whiteness.  I  had  lain 
so  long  under  the  shield  In  the  darkness,  that 
the  sunlight  and  the  snow  burnt  Into  my 
eyes  like  lightning. 

"  I  rubbed  my  eyes  gently,  and  gradually 
I  began  to  see.  I  was  still  held  fast  by  the 
dead  people  lying  around  me,  but  I  kept 
struggling,  and  gradually  I  freed  myself. 
Then  I  first  recollected  where  I  was  and  saw 
what  had  happened.  I  cried  aloud  and  tried 
to  remove  the  snow  from  the  mound  out  of 
which  I  had  dragged  myself,  but  I  was  too 
stiff  to  do  much,  and  I  kept  getting  dizzy  and 
tumbling  down  on  the  snow. 

"  Not  far  off  was  a  rocky  bluff,  against 
which  the  sun  was  shining  warmly.  I  crept 
to  a  ledge  and  sat  down  on  some  dry  grass, 
from  which  I  shook  off  the  snow  ;  soon,  then, 
I  began  to  get  warmer.  After  a  while  I 
went  back  and  moved  the  snow  away  from 
one  side  of  the  heap.  First  I  reached  a 
shield,  and  after  some  trouble  I  was  able  to 
pull  this  aside.  Under  It  I  found  dead 
limbs  and  bodies.  I  kept  removing  the 
snow   until    I    uncovered    my   mother's  face. 
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I  touched  it,  and  found  It  stiff  and  colder 
than  the  snow.  Then  I  cried  aloud  and 
went  away. 

"  I  then  picked  up  a  shield,  the  stick  of 
which  was  protruding  from  the  snow,  and 
went  forth  to  seek  for  the  dwellings  of  men. 
As  I  departed  I  passed  another  mound  of 
snow,  out  of  which  I  could  see  the  ends  of 
the  shield-sticks  protruding.  The  snow  was 
beginning  to  melt,  and  I  could  see  the  limbs 
of  those  who  had  scattered  among  the  rocks, 
appearing  here  and  there. 

*'  I  stumbled  along  over  the  snow  without 
seeing  anything  but  a  dreadful  whiteness, 
that  made  the  water  stream  from  my  eyes. 
I  suffered  terribly  from  pains  all  over  me, 
especially  In  my  feet,  and  I  wished  for  death. 
Every  now  and  then  the  wind  blew  so  cold 
that  It  seemed  to  cut  me  like  a  spear  all  over 
my  naked  body.  I  tried  at  first  to  keep  It 
off  with  the  shield,  but  found  that  on  account 
of  my  eyes  I  was  obliged  to  hold  the  shield 
up  over  my  head  so  as  to  prevent  the  bright 
sunlight  from  falling  on  my  face. 

"  I  wandered  on  and  on  until  the  sun 
began  to  fall,  and  then  the  thought  came  to 
me  to  find  a  place  in  one  of  the  valleys  to 
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die  in, — for  I  did  not  want  to  die  on  the 
white,  lonely  top  of  the  mountain.  I  had 
seen  no  signs  of  men  or  cattle,  and  I  had 
given  up  all  hope.  I  no  longer  wished  to 
live.  Looking  down  a  long  slope  I  saw 
that  in  a  deep  valley  beyond  it  the  snow 
had  disappeared,  so  I  thought  to  try  and 
get  down  there,  out  of  the  horrible  w^hite- 
ness  which  froze  my  body  and  burnt  my 
eyes  like  fire,  and  there  lie  down  and  die 
at  once. 

"  I  reached  the  edge  of  the  valley,  which 
had  steep  sides,  and  soon  I  found  a  footpath 
which  led  down  sideways.  This  I  followed 
to  the  foot  of  a  steep,  narrow  cliff,  where  I 
sat  down  and  rested.  Then  I  heard  a  noise 
as  of  a  stone  rolling  down  the  mountain  side, 
coming  from  the  other  side  of  the  flank  of 
the  cliff,  so  I  stood  up  and  went  quickly 
forward.  Just  then  I  heard  another  noise, 
and  a  large  stone  hurtled  past  me,  and 
crashed  into  a  patch  of  scrub  just  below. 
Out  of  this  several  hares  leaped,  and  then 
ran  away  over  the  snow  in  different  direc- 
tions. Then  I  heard  a  shout  from  near  the 
top  of  the  cliff,  so  I  looked  up  and  saw  a 
man  bounding  down  the  steep  slope. 
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*'  The  man  was  young,  hardly  more  than  a 
boy.  He  was  armed  with  an  assegai  and 
several  light  throwing-clubs,  and  he  carried 
two  dead  hares  slung  over  his  shoulder.  He 
ran  to  where  I  was  standing  and  accosted 
me,  asking  who  I  was  and  where  I  had 
come  from.  I  began  to  weep,  and  told  him 
everything  I  could  remember. 

'''What,'  said  he,  'are  you  one  of  the 
"Fetcani,"^  who  have  been  slaying  our 
people  ?  I  think  I  must  kill  you,  because 
many  of  my  friends  have  died  under  the 
spears  of  IMatiwane.' 

"At  this  I  told  him  that  I  did  not  mind 
whether  he  killed  me  or  not,  as  I  was  al- 
ready dying  of  cold  and  hunger.  Then  he 
examined  me  more  closely,  and  after  a  short 
time  he  began  to  laugh. 

"'Come  along,'  he  said,  'I  will  not  kill 
you  to-day.  Perhaps  you  will  grow  fat  and 
pretty,  and  I  may  by  and  by  take  you  as 
my  wife.  I  can  at  any  time  kill  you  if  I 
want  to.' 

"His  kraal  was  not  far  off.     He  had  come 

1  The  word  "fetcani"  means  "enemies."  It  was 
specially  applied  to  the  horde  of  Matiwane,  which  was 
at  enmity  with  all  other  tribes. 
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out  to  hunt  hares  by  rolling  rocks  down  the 
mountain  side  to  drive  them  from  the  bushes 
in  which  they  were  hiding,  and  then  following 
their  tracks  through  the  snow. 

"We  reached  the  kraal,  and  I  was  there 
fed  and  kindly  treated.  The  name  of  the 
young  man  was  Masubana,  and  the  kraal 
belonged  to  his  father.  Masubana  was  his 
father's  'great  son.' 

''Two  years  afterwards  I  married  Masu- 
bana. He  died  long  ago — shortly  before  I 
lost  my  sight.  For  many  years  I  was  poor 
and  miserable  ;  then  my  eldest  son  Rama- 
lebe,  who  had  joined  Lebenya's  clan,  brought 
me  down  here  to  Matatiele  to  dwell  with 
him.  He  also  is  dead,  but  his  children  give 
me  enough  food,  and  a  blanket  now  and 
then. 

"  Come  again,  my  father,  and  I  will  try 
and  think  of  some  more  of  what  happened 
in  the  old  days.  That  snuff  seems  to  make 
me  young  again.  See  that  you  give  none  of 
it  to  foolish  people  of  no  experience,  who 
perhaps  would  not  value  it  at  its  true  worth. 
Let  me  once  more  kiss  your  hand." 
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Note. — The  foregoing  relates  to  the  defeat  of  the 
Amangvvane  horde  by  Colonel  Somerset  at  Imbulumpini 
on  August  27,  1828,  and  its  subsequent  annihilation  in  the 
pursuit  by  the  Amagcaleka  and  Abatembu  impis  under 
Hintza  and  'Ngub'incuka  respectively.  Three  bodies  of 
fugitives  escaped  from  the  field  of  battle,  only  to  meet 
a  worse  fate  than  that  of  being  killed  in  the  fight.  One 
party,  the  largest,  was  driven  nearly  to  the  source  of  the 
Orange  river,  and  there  burnt  alive  in  a  valley  full  of 
long  grass,  in  which  they  had  taken  refuge.  Another 
made  its  way  to  the  north-east,  and  was  cut  to  pieces  by 
the  Amabaca  under  Ncapayi,  at  the  base  of  the  Intsiza 
Mountain,  in  what  is  now  East  Griqualand.  The  third 
perished  in  the  manner  described  in  the  tale.  The 
horde  must  have  numbered  considerably  over  a  hundred 
thousand  souls.    It  was  completely  wiped  out  of  existence. 


THE 

VENGEANCE  OF  DOGOLWANA 


"  The  dark  places  of  the  earth  are  full 
Of  the  habitations  of  cruelty." — Psahn  Ixxiv. 

''  Whose  graves  are  set  in  the  sides  of  the  pit." 

Ezekiel  xxxii  .23. 

THE   DEATH   OF   THE   CHIEF 

^  I  ^HE  old  chief  of  the  Amagamedse  tribe 
-■-  lay  dying  in  his  hut.  It  was  a  warm 
summer's  evening,  with  a  sense  of  moisture 
on  the  almost  silent  breeze,  which  was  borne 
from  the  other  side  of  the  valley,  over  which 
a  slight  thunderstorm  had  passed. 

Umsoala,  the  chief,  lay  on  a  mat  under 
which  some  dry  grass  had  been  spread  to 
ease  his  loosened  bones.  He  was  partially 
propped  against  the  body  of  old  Dogolwana, 
his  faithful  and  tried  attendant.  Dogolwana 
sat  with  his  left  arm  around  his  beloved 
master's  waist.     He  had    bravely    sustained 

for  a  long  time  a  painfully  strained  position. 

17  c 
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Sitting  silently  on  the  ground,  against  the 
circular  wall  of  the  hut,  were  a  number  of  old 
men  and  a  few  women,  all  clad  in  blankets, 
their  knees  drawn  up  to  their  chins.  Between 
the  centre-pole  and  the  dying  man  sat  a 
young  woman,  who  held  a  little  boy  of  about 
five  years  of  age  in  her  arms.  On  a  log  of 
wood,  near  the  dying  man's  feet,  sat  the 
Maoristrate  of  the  district  and  the  District 
Surgeon.  They  had  been  hurriedly  sent  for 
on  the  previous  day  when  the  paralytic 
stroke,  which  was  putting  a  sudden  period 
to  the  old  chief's  existence,  had  fallen. 

The  dying  chief  was  a  man  of  enormous 
build.  He  was  covered  by  a  blanket  to  the 
middle,  but  his  trunk  and  arms,  gaunt  and 
wrinkled  with  age,  were  bare.  His  chest  did 
not  heave,  as  he  was  breathing  from  the 
diaphragm.  His  face  was  grey  and  shrunken, 
and  but  for  the  eyes,  which  were  bright  and 
lively,  one  might  have  almost  thought  him 
already  dead. 

After  his  lips  had  been  moistened  with 
water  brought  by  the  young  woman  In  a  cleft 
calabash,  the  chief  spoke,  his  voice  at  first 
broken  and  trembling,  but  gaining  steadiness 
and  volume  under  the  stimulus  of  excitement 
as  he  proceeded  : 
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"  I  am  dying  alone  .  .  .  alone  .  .  .  for  a 
man  Is  alone  when  his  children  desert  him. 
Where  are  my  sons  ?  Have  they  not  been 
sent  for  ? " 

Old  Dogolwana  replied  In  a  low  tone : 

''  Yes,  my  chief  and  father." 

"  My  sons,  for  whose  sakes  I  have  striven, 
leave  me  lonely  at  the  hour  of  my  death. 
There  Is  Songoza,  my  '  Great  Son,'  whom  I 
have  asked  the  Government  to  recognize  as 
chief  In  my  place.  I  made  him  rich  and  now 
he  is  poor.  I  filled  his  kraal  with  cattle,  and 
he  has  filled  his  huts  with  women  until  to-day 
his  kraal  stands  empty.  There  is  Gonyolo, 
eldest  son  of  my  right  hand.  I  gave  him  the 
cattle  of  his  house  last  year  and  told  him  to 
keep  his  mother  In  comfort  till  she  died. 
One  by  one  the  cattle  are  driven  to  the 
village  and  sold  for  brandy.  They  tell  me 
his  mother  has  to  go  to  a  neighbouring  kraal 
to  beg  for  a  drink  of  milk.  When  I  went  to 
visit  Bawela  a  few  months  ago,  I  found  him 
drunk  with  beer.  He  and  his  friends  mocked 
me  to  my  face.  The  bones  of  cattle  were 
strewn  around  the  huts,  and  a  fat  cow  had 
just  been  slaughtered.  And  Philip,  that  I 
sent  to  school  and  kept  there  until  he  had 
learned  nearly  as  much  as  a  Magistrate — does 
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he  not  ride  around  amongst  the  people  telling 
them  not  to  listen  to  my  words  ?  Nomtsheke 
— Zoduba  and  the  others — all  children, 
though  men  in  years.  And  now  I  am  near 
my  death,  and  none  but  this  poor  little 
Gqomisa  is  near  me.     Come  here,  boy." 

The  mother  half  arose  and  pushed  forward 
the  little  boy,  who  shrank  back  at  first ;  then 
crouching  down  on  his  face  and  knees  at  his 
father's  side,  he  began  to  cry. 

Old  Dogolwana  seemed  to  divine  what  the 
old  chief  wanted.  He  lifted  the  powerless 
arm  from  the  elbow,  and  let  the  hand  rest  on 
the  back  of  the  crouching  child. 

After  another  sip  of  water,  Umsoala  re- 
commenced speaking.  He  now  addressed 
the  Magistrate  : 

**  You  have  always  been  a  father  to  me  and 
to  my  people,  and  your  coming  now  makes 
my  heart  lighter.  We  have  known  each 
other  for  many  years,  and  the  knowledge  has 
brought  trust.  This  little  boy  Gqomisa  is 
my  youngest  child.  There  sits  his  mother 
Notemba,  the  daughter  of  Dogolwana.  I 
wish  to  tell  you,  so  that  all  may  know,  that 
the  herd  of  black  cattle  here  at  my  '  great 
place '  belongs  to  Gqomisa,  and  Is  left  In 
charge  of  his  mother,   old    Dogolwana,  and 
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Dogolwana's  son  Kele.  I  have  paid  out 
their  shares  of  cattle  to  Songoza  and  to  all 
my  other  sons,  and  if  they  should  try  to  take 
what  belongs  to  this  boy,  I  want  the  strength 
of  the  Government  to  shield  him  from  wronof. 
Will  you  promise  to  protect  him  ? " 

"  I  will  protect  him,"  replied  the  Magis- 
trate. 

"  He  is  such  a  little  child.  It  is  true  he 
has  Dogolwana,  and  Kele  who  is  the  bravest 
and  strongest  man  of  my  tribe,  to  protect 
him,  but  his  enemies  will  be  many.  I  ask 
the  Government,  in  its  strength,  to  stand  on 
his  side.  I  took  the  side  of  the  Government 
when  the  Tshobeni  raised  the  war-cry  in  the 
great  rebellion,  and  the  Governor  himself 
told  me  that  I  dammed  the  flood  of  war,  and 
that  my  services  would  never  be  forgotten. 
I  only  ask  that  the  Government  may  now 
keep  my  little  boy  from  harm." 

''  I  will  be  his  father,"  said  the  Magis- 
trate. 

The  Magistrate  and  the  District  Surgeon 
had  far  to  ride,  so  they  arose  to  take  their 
leave  of  the  dying  chief.  He  was  past  all 
possibility  of  recovery,  and  had  only  a  few 
more  hours  to  live.  The  Magistrate  bent 
down  and  spoke  in  a  voice  broken  by  emotion. 
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holdlncr  the  time  Umsoala's  cold  and  lifeless 
hand. 

"  I  leave  you  now  because  I  must  return 
to  my  duties.  We  will  never  meet  again 
unless  it  be  in  that  land  beyond  the  grave. 
We  have  worked  together  all  these  years, 
and  my  heart  is  heavy  at  parting  with  you, 
my  old  friend.  I  only  hope  that  your  son 
Songoza  will  follow  in  the  ways  of  his  father." 

"  My  son,  my  son.  Why  is  he  not  here  to 
hearken  to  my  last  words  ?  Be  a  father  to 
Songoza.  Advise  him.  He  is  young  and 
headstrong — perhaps  the  years  may  bring 
him  wisdom.  Bear  with  him  for  the  sake  of 
my  people,  to  whom  I  have  tried  to  be  a 
father." 

*'  I  will  bear  with  a  lot  for  your  sake,"  said 
the  Magistrate.  "Now  good-bye,  old  friend. 
I  know  you  are  brave,  and  that  you  fear 
nothing  for  yourself.  You  will  be  all  right — 
wherever  you  go  to.  I  will  try  and  influence 
Songoza  for  good,  and  I  will  protect  your 
little  son  Gqomisa.  Good-bye  .  .  .  old 
friend.   ..." 
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THE   SEPULTURE 

The  old  chief  died  next  morning  just  as 
the  day  was  breaking.  Immediately  after  his 
death  the  women  and  most  of  the  men  left 
the  hut  and  dispersed  silently.  No  one  was 
allowed  to  enter  the  hut  in  which  the  body 
lay,  and  all  inquiries  were  answered  with  the 
statement,  ''  The  chief  is  very  near  death,"  or 
"  Our  father  is  about  to  draw  his  last  breath." 
As  day  wore  on  a  round  pit,  three  feet  in 
diameter  and  about  six  feet  deep,  was  dug  on 
a  ridge  which  overhung  the  ''great  place." 
Every  one  then  knew  that  the  chief  was  no 
more,  but  custom  forbade  the  fact  of  his 
death  to  be  acknowledged. 

At  the  same  time  another  excavation  was 
being  secretly  dug  deep  in  the  heart  of  a 
large  forest  in  an  adjoining  valley.  This  was 
the  real  grave.  Among  the  more  important 
Bantu  clans  the  last  resting-place  of  the  chief 
is  always  kept  a  profound  secret.  The  object 
of  this  is  to  prevent  an  enemy  obtaining  the 
bones  and,  by  their  means,  working  magic 
against  the  tribe. 

In  the  middle  of  the  night,  the  dead  body, 
with  the  legs  flexed  and  the  knees  bound  up 
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to  the  chin,  was  borne  out  of  the  hut  by 
Dogolwana  and  three  other  old  men.  It  was 
carried  by  means  of  two  poles  between  which 
it  was  slung  after  the  manner  of  a  sedan  chair. 
Avoiding  the  footpaths,  they  hurried  the  dead 
chief  up  the  side  of  the  mountain,  and  then 
plunged  into  the  forest,  stumbling  over  rocks 
and  dead  trees  in  their  course.  The  hoarse 
bark  of  the  bush-bucks  challenging  each  other 
echoed  across  the  ravine,  the  jackals  yelled  at 
the  stars  from  the  grassy  hill-tops,  and  the 
brown  owls  moaned  from  the  tall  yellow-wood 
trees.  Every  now  and  then  unseen  forest 
creatures  would  rustle  through  the  under- 
growth, or  a  frightened  loorie  flutter  away, 
breaking  its  bright  plumage  against  the 
branches  in  the  darkness.  In  the  broken 
fringe  of  cliff  over  the  river-way  a  leopard 
made  a  dash  at  a  troop  of  sleeping  baboons 
which,  having  heard  the  alarm-call  of  the 
sentinel,  darted  away  and  escaped  with  hoarse 
roarings. 

When  the  bearers  paused  to  rest,  as  they 
frequently  did,  the  forest  seemed  full  of 
awful  whisperings.  It  contained  the  graves 
of  the  dead  chief's  ancestors — secret  places 
known  to  no  living  man.  It  seemed  to  the 
bearers  as  if   the   spirits  of  the  dead   were 
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abroad  in  the  rustling  darkness,  mustering 
to  welcome  a  long-waited-for  companion — a 
son  and  subject  made  peer  by  the  patent 
of  death. 

They  found  the  open  grave.  A  pit  had 
been  sunk,  and  a  large,  dome-shaped  ex- 
cavation made  in  its  side.  Dogolwana  had 
already  been  chosen  for  the  awful  but  honour- 
able task  of  enterinof  this  chamber  after  the 
body  had  been  placed  there,  and  finally  dis- 
posing of  the  latter  for  its  long  rest.  The 
Kafirs  have  the  most  intense  horror  of  a 
dead  body,  and  the  man  who  enters  the 
grave-chamber  with  a  dead  chief  becomes  a 
chief  himself  immediately  upon  emerging — 
so  highly  is  the  dead  esteemed. 

The  body  of  Umsoala  was  placed  on  a 
mat,  in  a  sitting  posture,  facing  the  "great 
place,"  where  the  herd  of  black  cattle  that 
he  had  loved  so  well  were  kraaled  every 
night.  The  left  hand  had  been  bound  across 
the  breast,  with  the  open  palm  inwards.  The 
right  hand  and  arm  had  been  allowed  to 
stiffen  in  a  flexed  position,  and  in  the  hand 
a  spear  was  placed,  the  handle  resting  on  the 
ground  and  the  blade  pointing  upwards.  At 
his  side  were  an  earthen  pot,  a  calabash,  and 
a  wooden  pillow. 
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The  face  of  the  lateral  excavation  was 
then  filled  up  with  stones,  the  builders  say- 
ine  the  while  in  low  tones:  "Watch  over 
us."  ''Remember  your  people  in  the  place 
to  which  you  have  gone."  "  Do  not  forget 
that  we  are  your  children." 

After  the  building  up  of  the  excavation 
was  finished,  the  grave  was  filled  in  with 
earth,  and  then  bushes  and  twigs  were 
strewn  on  it  so  as  to  conceal  as  far  as  pos- 
sible all  signs  of  its  existence.  After  this, 
Dogolvvana  and  his  companions  separated, 
and  returned  to  the  "great  place,"  each  by  a 
different  course. 

Just  before  day  broke,  a  bright  flame 
suddenly  leaped  to  the  sky — the  chiefs  hut 
had  been  set  alight  in  several  places  at  once. 
Soon  a  mass  of  flame-shot  smoke  climbed 
into  the  still  morning  air,  in  the  form  of  a 
massive  fiery  column  with  an  immense  black 
capital. 

When  day  broke,  old  Dogolwana  and  his 
companions  could  be  seen  just  completing 
the  filling  in  of  the  other  grave,  which  had 
been  dug  on  the  ridge  at  the  back  of  the 
"great  place."  Over  it  they  piled  heavy 
stones,  and  afterwards  they  dragged  bushes 
up    and     built    a    surrounding    kraal-fence. 
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Within  the  enclosure  thus  formed  cattle 
would  be  folded  for  about  two  years.  A 
small  hut  was  built  in  the  immediate  vicinity, 
and  here  the  watchers  of  the  grave  took  up 
their  abode.  According  to  native  custom 
these  are  authorized  to  beat  and  rob  any 
stranger  coming  near  the  grave.  The  per- 
sons of  the  watchers  are  sacred,  and  they 
are  not  subject  to  actions  at  law,  nor  can  they 
be  put  to  death  for  any  crime  during  the 
period  of  their  watching.  The  kraal  sur- 
rounding the  grave  is  an  inviolable  sanctuary 
even  for  the  worst  criminals,  and  the  cattle 
folded  there  may  never  be  killed,  nor  can 
their  progeny  be  in  any  way  disposed  of 
until  the  very  last  one  of  the  original  cattle 
has  died. 

THE  KILLING   OF  KELE 

In  due  course,  Songoza  was  duly  declared 
chief  of  the  Amagamedse.  In  an  address  to 
the  assembled  people,  the  Magistrate  highly 
extolled  the  old  chief,  and  exhorted  his 
successor  to  follow  Umsoala's  example. 
Songoza  was  reticent ;  he  stood  with  the 
other  sons  of  the  late  chief  around  him,  and 
listened   quiedy  to   the    Magistrate's  words. 
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The  assembly  dispersed  In  silence.  It  was 
evident  that  the  memory  of  the  dead  man 
was  not  held  In  esteem.  As  a  matter  of 
fact  he  had  of  late  years  rendered  himself  un- 
popular by  leaning  towards  civilized  methods 
and  ideas,  and  discouraging  the  grosser 
forms  of  superstition.  Songoza  was  known 
to  be  reactionary,  but  as  the  tribe  would 
have  acknowledged  no  one  else,  Government 
was  constrained  to  recognize  him  as  his  late 
father's  successor. 

Two  days  afterwards,  a  messenger  came 
hurrying  in  from  old  Dogolwana  to  report 
that  Songoza  had  swooped  down  and  driven 
off  the  herd  of  black  cattle  belonging  to 
little  Gqomlsa.  The  Magistrate  thereupon 
sent  for  Songoza,  who,  after  considerable 
pressure,  consented  to  return  them,  so  they 
were  restored,  under  police  supervision,  to 
old  Dogolwana. 

The  country  of  the  Amagamedse  was  a 
border  territory,  and  just  over  its  bounds 
lay  the  country  of  the  Unondaba,  an  inde- 
pendent native  state.  A  few  months  after 
the  death  of  Umsoala,  Songoza  began  to 
profess  great  friendship  for  Kcle,  the  son 
of  old  Dogolwana.  There  took  place  no 
function   at  Songoza's  "  great  place "    (each 
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chief,  on  his  accession,  chooses  a  ''great 
place "  for  himself)  to  which  Kele  was  not 
specially  invited,  and  several  of  the  chiefs 
cattle  were  assigned  to  him  to  milk,  accord- 
ing to  the  custom  known  as  "  'Nquoma." 

Songoza  arranged  to  add  to  his  harem  a 
girl  of  the  Unondaba  tribe,  the  daughter  of 
a  petty  chief  who  dwelt  about  ten  miles 
from  the  border,  and  when  the  first  instal- 
ment of  the  "  lobola  "  cattle  were  sent,  Kele 
was  one  of  those  selected  to  take  charge  of  and 
deliver  them.  Three  men  besides  Kele  were 
sent,  namely,  Pandule,  Sogogo,  and  Rail. 

Just  about  this  time  Songoza's  mother, 
Manolle,  became  ill.  She  lay  on  a  mat  and 
coughed.  On  the  fourth  day  of  her  illness 
her  pains  became  very  great,  and  she  kept 
pressing  her  hand  to  her  right  side  and 
saying  that  there  was  fire  within  her  body. 
After  this  she  wandered  in  her  mind  for 
several  days.  At  intervals  she  partially  re- 
gained her  senses,  and  then  she  kept  calling 
to  the  chief,  her  son,  to  find  out  who  had 
bewitched  her.  So  Songoza  sent  men  with 
an  ox  to  Hloba,  a  renowned  witch-doctor, 
who  lived  at  Xabakaza,  with  a  message 
asking  him  to  "smell  out"  the  person  who 
had  bewitched  Manolie. 
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Kele,  with  his  three  companions,  started 
with  the  "lobola"  cattle  on  the  day  after 
the  messengers  went  to  Hloba.  They 
crossed  the  border,  and  slept  at  a  kraal 
about  five  miles  from  the  dwelling  of  the 
bride-elect.  Here  a  goat  was  killed  for 
them,  and  they  feasted  late  into  the  night. 
Next  morning  they  arose,  lit  a  fire,  and 
began  cooking  the  remainder  of  the  goat's 
flesh  in  a  pot. 

They  were  sitting  round  the  fire  talking, 
when  a  man  w^as  seen  approaching.  This 
turned  out  to  be  Xosa,  one  of  Songoza's 
Indunas.  His  arrival  occasioned  some  sur- 
prise, and  in  response  to  an  inquiry,  he 
stated  that  he  was  carrying  a  message  from 
Songoza  to  the  bride's  father.  Just  then, 
having  caught  Pandule's  eye,  he  made  a 
quick  movement  with  his  lips,  and  dropped 
his  gaze.  After  this,  Rali  stood  up  and 
walked  a  short  distance  away  to  collect  some 
fire-wood.  Xosa  followed  him,  and  said  in  a 
whisper : 

"  Manolie  is  dead,  and  Kele  has  been 
*  smelt  out ' ;  Songoza  has  sent  me  to  tell 
you  and  the  others  to  kill  him." 

Rali,  having  in  mind  Kele's  great  strength 
and  courage,  replied  : 
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**  Son  of  my  father,  how  can  we  do  it  ? 
He  has  his  shield,  spear,  and  club,  and  some 
of  us  will  surely  die.  Why  did  not  the  chief 
send  a  larger  party  ?  " 

''I  do  not  know,"  replied  Xosa,  ''but  the 
order  is  that  he  is  to  be  killed  at  once  before 
he  returns  over  the  border  to  within  reach 
of  the  hand  of  the  Government." 

''  What  plan  do  you  think  will  be  best  ?  '^ 
asked  Rali.  ''  A  blow  from  a  club  would 
not  be  safe,  for  his  hair  is  thick  and  his 
head-ring  is  heavy  and  strong." 

"  Nevertheless,  the  club  is  the  best," 
replied  Xosa;  ''one  can  stand  behind  him 
as  he  leans  over  the  fire,  and  strike  him  just 
over  and  in  front  of  the  ear  below  the  head- 
ring,  where  the  bone  is  thin." 

Then  they  walked  back  to  the  fire  with  the 
wood,  meaning  to  tell  Pandule  and  Sogogo 
as  soon  as  an  opportunity  should  offer. 

Just  afterwards  Kele  stood  up  and  walked 
away,  leaving  his  weapons  behind.  Then 
Pandule  and  Sogogo  were  told.  They  were 
much  astonished  ;  all  knew  that  Kele  was 
innocent.  They  discussed  the  best  mode  of 
killing  him.  Pandule  was  very  much  against 
using  the  club,  for  fear  of  an  unskilful  blow. 
Sogogo   was   a  strong   man  and   an  expert 
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fjghtcr.  So  it  was  finally  decided  that  the 
spear  should  be  the  weapon,  clubs  (amabun- 
guza)  being  kept  in  readiness  in  case  they 
should  be  required.  Xosa  refused  to  help  in 
the  killing  by  using  any  weapon.  He  was 
not  a  strong  man,  and  he  said  that  the  chief 
had  only  told  him  to  convey  a  message  to 
the  others. 

After  a  short  time  Kele  returned,  and 
again  took  his  seat  by  the  fire,  sitting  on  his 
heels.  Sogogo  stood  up,  yawned,  stretched 
himself,  and  took  up  his  spear,  which  he  pre- 
tended to  sharpen  on  a  stone.  Pandule  and 
Rali  also  stood  up.  They  took  their  clubs 
and  began  comparing  them,  pretending  to 
dispute  as  to  the  respective  weights  and 
workmanship.  Xosa  then  moved  from  where 
he  was,  and  sat  opposite  Kele.  These  two 
were  now  sitting  with  the  fire  and  the  pot  of 
meat  between  them. 

Then  Pandule  remarked  that  the  meat 
must  now  be  sufficiently  cooked.  Sogogo 
continued  :  "  You,  Kele  and  Xosa,  lift  the 
pot  from  the  fire  so  that  we  can  eat,  and 
then  proceed  on  our  journey." 

Rali  added  : 

"  Do  not  try  and  lift  it  by  yourself,  Xosa, 
for  you  are  not  strong  enough." 
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Xosa  thereupon  seized  the  pot  by  the  rim 
on  one  side  with  both  hands,  and  Kele  bent 
forward  and  did  Hkewise.  Then  Sogogo, 
who  stood  ready,  with  his  right  hand  towards 
Kele's  back,  pUinged  the  spear  into  Keles 
left  side  just  below  the  arm-pit.  Kele  gave 
a  roar  and  sprang  up,  but  Rali  and  Pandule 
struck  him  at  the  same  time  on  the  head  and 
neck  with  their  clubs.  He  fell  dead  across 
the  fire. 

They  then  took  the  body  and  dragged  it 
for  a  short  distance  down  the  hill  to  a  point 
where  there  were  some  large  rocks.  After 
this  they  returned  to  the  fire,  and  found 
Xosa  busy  cleaning  the  meat  which,  on 
account  of  the  overturning  of  the  pot,  was 
full  of  ashes. 

Songoza  sent  a  present  of  two  oxen  to  the 
chief  of  the  Unondaba  with  an  apology  for 
having  soiled  the  earth  of  his  territory  with 
the  blood  of  a  wizard,  and  excusing  himself 
on  the  ground  that  the  unreasonableness  of 
the  laws  imposed  by  the  white  man  prevented 
him  from  administering  justice  in  his  own 
country.  The  Unondaba  chief  sent  a  message 
in  reply,  to  the  effect  that  he  fully  approved 
of  his  brother's  action,  and  sympathized  in 
the  inconvenience  caused  by  the  vexatious 
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restrictions  imposed  by  European  govern- 
ment. He  added  that  the  Unondaba  terri- 
tory was  always  at  Songoza's  disposal  for 
similar  operations. 

Old  Dogolwana  and  his  wife  were  nearly 
mad  with  grief  at  Kele's  death.  It  was  the 
thought  of  their  responsibility  in  respect  of 
little  Gqomisa  that  brought  them  to  a  con- 
dition of  outward  reasonableness.  Keles 
widow  and  her  little  baby  son  came  to  dwell 
with  the  old  people,  and  a  deadly  revenge 
was  sworn  aeainst  the  murderers  of  Kele. 


THE    PLOT 

After  Kele's  death  old  Dogolwana  re- 
doubled his  care  of  little  Gqomisa.  He  and 
Notemba  hardly  ever  let  the  child  out  of 
their  sight.  Every  night  the  little  one's  mat 
w^as  unrolled  between  that  of  his  protector 
and  the  wall  of  the  hut.  Three  of  Dogol- 
wana's  grandsons — lads  between  twelve  and 
sixteen  years  of  age — looked  after  the  cattle. 
Another  widowed  daughter-in-law,  with  the 
widow  of  Kele,  cultivated  the  maize-field. 

Dogolwana  was  obliged  to  dissemble  his 
hatred  of  Songoza,  who,  however,  disclaimed 
all  complicity    in  the  killing   of    Kele,   and 
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often  visited  the  late  chiefs  ''  great  place." 
No  native,  even  under  the  Government, 
could  afford  to  defy  the  paramount  chief. 
Dogolwana  brooded  over  his  Intended  ven- 
geance with  deadly  persistency.  What  form 
that  vengeance  was  to  take,  he  had  not  been 
able  to  decide,  but  revenged  he  would  be,  so 
he  chewed  the  cud  of  implacable  resentment, 
and  bided  his  time. 

Philip,  the  educated  half-brother  of  little 
Gqomisa,  often  visited  the  "  great  place," 
and  he,  as  much  as  Songoza,  was  hated  and 
feared  by  old  Dogolwana.  Philip  was  a 
cold-natured,  cunning  man.  He  had  dwelt, 
ever  since  his  father's  death,  at  the  kraal 
of  Songoza,  who  was  completely  under  his 
influence. 

The  herd  of  black  cattle,  which  numbered 
several  hundred  head,  was  ever  in  the  mind 
of  Songoza,  and  Philip  was  continually  re- 
minding him  that  only  the  life  of  little 
Gqomisa  stood  between  him  and  his  posses- 
sion. Songoza  was  poor — his  former  wealth 
squandered  in  purchasing  fresh  wives.  He 
already  possessed  upwards  of  twenty,  for  he 
endeavoured  to  add  every  handsome  girl  he 
saw  to  his  harem.  In  his  sinister  mind, 
acted  on  by  the  evil  influences  of  Philip,  the 
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wish  for  the  little  boy's  death  soon  ripened 
into  a  murderous  resolve. 

Songoza's  chief  wife  Mahlokoza,  a  woman 
of  considerable  force  of  character,  was  the 
only  one  of  his  wives  who  possessed  any 
influence  over  him,  and  her  son  Umkilwa,  a 
boy  of  about  seven  years  of  age,  was  the 
only  being  who  inspired  him  with  anything 
like  affection.  In  his  way,  Songoza  loved 
this  boy,  who  already  gave  evidence  of 
possessing  a  somewhat  brutal  nature. 

Mahlokoza  and  Philip  between  them 
hatched  out  a  plot  against  little  Gqomisa, 
and  after  all  the  details  had  been  worked 
out,  Songoza  was  taken  into  their  confidence. 
His  stupidity  would  have  rendered  him 
useless  in  the  preliminary  stages  of  the 
conspiracy. 

About  six  months  after  Umsoala's  death, 
in  the  winter,  Mahlokoza's  second  son,  a 
child  of  three  years  of  age,  sickened  and 
nearly  died.  As  the  child  recovered,  Mahlo- 
koza herself  became  ill,  and  the  witch-doctor 
was  sent  for.  After  the  exercise  of  most 
powerful  incantations  he  announced  that  the 
sufferers  had  not  been  bewitched  by  any 
being  of  flesh,  but  that  some  evilly-disposed, 
disembodied  spirits,  who  held  a  spite  against 
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the  "great  house,"  were  plaguing  them. 
There  existed,  he  officially  declared  to  a 
large  assemblage,  one,  and  only  one,  possible 
remedy.  The  chief  must  transfer  his  great 
wife  and  her  children  to  the  "great  place" 
of  his  late  father,  and  there  cause  to  be 
slaughtered  by  him  (the  witch-doctor)  a 
young  black  bull  from  the  herd.  This 
sacrifice  would  attract  the  *'  Imlshologu,"  or 
ancestral  spirits,  who  would  rally  round  the 
''great  house,"  and  drive  away  the  inimical 
ghosts. 

Old  Dogolwana  was  obliged  to  agree  to 
this,  and  even  to  assist  at  the  ceremonial, 
knowing  as  he  full  well  did  that  some 
treachery  was  afoot  against  little  Gqomisa. 
Mahlokoza,  after  she  and  her  children  had 
been  sprinkled  with  the  blood  of  the  bull, 
declared  herself  much  better,  and  began 
making  preparations  for  returning  home  at 
once.  However,  the  function  was  not  yet 
at  an  end.  The  witch-doctor  went  through 
some  further  most  elaborate  ritual,  and  then 
fell  into  a  trance.  On  awakening  he  declared 
to  have  again  received  a  communication 
from  the  spirits  dwelling  in  the  unseen,  this 
time  to  the  effect  that  the  great  wife  and 
her   children    were    required    to    remain    at 
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the  late  chiefs  "great  place"  for  at  least 
two  weeks,  at  the  end  of  which  period  the 
evil  ones,  who  dared  not  venture  near  so 
sacred  a  locality,  would  have  left  the  neigh- 
bourhood In  disgust. 

Here  again  old  Dogolwana  was  obliged 
to  submit.  He  now  felt  that  matters  were 
developing  rapidly,  and  that  the  crisis  was 
approaching  fast.  Mahlokoza  and  her  two 
sons  were  assigned  a  hut  next  door  to  the 
one  occupied  by  little  Gqomlsa  and  his  two 
guardians. 

Trouble  began  on  the  very  first  day — just 
after  the  witch-doctor  left  and  the  company 
dispersed  —  for  Umkllwa  and  his  younger 
brother  fell  upon  little  Gqomlsa  with  their 
small  clubs,  and  mauled  him  cruelly  before 
old  Dogolwana's  wife,  w^ho  was  the  only 
one  near,  could  interfere.  This  was  added 
as  a  considerable  item  to  the  already  heavy 
account  debited  against  Songoza  and  his 
house. 

However,  next  day  things  went  somewhat 
more  smoothly.  Three  of  the  black  cows 
were  assigned  to  Mahlokoza's  hut  for  milk- 
ing purposes,  and  a  supply  of  corn  was 
delivered  in  baskets  every  day. 

Philip  became  a  constant  visitor,  and  now 
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and  then  Songoza  called  In  passing.  One 
morning,  about  ten  days  after  Mahlokoza's 
arrival,  Songoza  and  Philip  arrived  together. 
All  the  visitors  were  Invited  to  partake  of 
beer  in  old  Dogolwana's  hut. 

Kele's  widow,  Mamlekwa,  was  a  silent 
little  woman  with  very  bright  eyes.  She 
was  continually  hovering  around  Mahlokoza 
and  the  others,  trying  to  hear  what  they 
talked  about,  but  hitherto  she  had  been 
unable  to  overhear  anything. 

On  this  occasion  she  announced  her  Inten- 
tion of  spending  the  day  In  a  neighbouring 
forest  seeking  for  medicinal  roots,  so  she 
handed  over  her  baby  to  old  Dogolwana's 
wife,  asking  her  to  look  after  it  until  even- 
ing. She  managed  to  whisper  to  old  Dogol- 
wana  just  before  she  left : 

''  Get  them  all  In  here  again  at  sundown 
to  drink  beer." 

Mamlekwa  gave  a  hurried  glance  around 
to  make  sure  she  was  not  being  watched  by 
any  one,  and  then,  instead  of  going  to  the 
forest,  darted  into  the  hut  occupied  by 
Mahlokoza  and  her  family. 

Huts  of  the  larger  class  generally  have 
four  poles  fixed  in  the  ground  and  extending 
to  the  roof  close  to  the  wall   on    the   side 
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opposite  the  door.  These  poles  are  con- 
nected by  horizontal  pieces  of  wood,  across 
which  wattles  are  laid.  Rude  shelving, 
generally  in  two  tiers,  is  thus  formed,  and 
upon  the  shelves  are  kept  skins,  mats, 
bundles  of  dried  rushes,  and  other  bulky 
articles.  In  the  hut  occupied  by  Mahlokoza 
the  upper  shelf  was  piled  high  with  rolls  of 
matting.  Mamiekwa  nimbly  climbed  up  and 
lay  down  amongst  these,  which  effectually 
concealed  her.  Here  she  lay  perfectly  still, 
and  hardly  venturing  to  breathe. 

After  some  little  time,  Songoza,  Mahlo- 
koza, and  Philip  came  in.  Mahlokoza  said 
to  Philip: 

''  Sit  at  the  door  where  you  can  see  out- 
side, so  that  no  one  can  creep  up  to  listen. 
That  owl-face  Mamiekwa  is  always  sneaking 
near,  and  I  am  sure  Dogolwana  suspects." 

Philip  went  and  sat  right  in  the  doorway, 
and  every  now  and  then  looked  out  to  either 
side. 

"  Is  it  settled  that  it  is  to  happen  to-morrow 
night  ?  "  asked  Songoza. 

**Yes,"  replied  Philip;  ''and  I  shall  stay 
here  to  see  that  all  is  arranged.  I  must  try 
and  dispose  of  Mamiekwa.  If  I  can  manage 
it,  I  will  get  her  to  sleep  in  the  hut  too." 
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Bit  by  bit  the  horrible  conspiracy  was  un- 
folded. In  the  middle  of  the  following  night, 
the  door  of  Dogolwana's  hut  was  to  be 
fastened  from  the  outside,  and  then  the  hut 
was  to  be  burnt  with  its  inmates.  Sono-oza 
particularly  wished  the  thing  to  be  done  in 
his  absence,  but  Philip,  whilst  agreeing  to 
fasten  the  door  some  time  after  the  inmates 
had  gone  to  sleep,  insisted  that  Songoza's 
should  be  the  hand  to  apply  the  fire.  Philip 
knew  Songoza  well,  and  did  not  desire  to 
run  the  risk  of  being  made  a  scapegoat. 

The  day  seemed  very  long  to  Mamlekwa 
stretched  amongst  the  mats,  and  it  was  with 
a  keen  sense  of  relief  that  she  heard  at  sun- 
down the  voice  of  old  Dogolwana  at  the  door 
saying  that  a  pot  of  beer  of  a  fresh  brew, 
which  had  risen  splendidly,  was  waiting  to 
be  discussed,  and  that  they  must  be  sure  and 
bring  the  children  to  have  some  of  It.  Shortly 
afterwards  every  one  else  left  the  hut,  so  she 
came  down  from  her  shelf  After  ascertaining 
that  the  coast  was  clear,  she  ran  along  the 
pathway  at  the  back  of  the  kraal,  and  darted 
into  the  forest,  whence  she  emerged  in  a  few 
moments,  carrying  some  "  mootie  "  (medicine) 
roots  which  she  had  dug  out,  scraped,  and 
hidden  on  the  previous  day. 
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That  night  she  communicated  what  she 
had  heard  to  old  Dogolwana,  his  wife,  and 
Notemba,  and  then  under  the  influence  of 
black  wrath  and  despair,  a  counter-plot, 
equally  appalling,  was  hatched. 


THE  VENGEANCE 

Next  morning  Songoza  took  a  friendly 
farewell,  saying  that  he  was  going  away 
on  a  three  days'  visit.  Late  in  the  after- 
noon, Mahlokoza  went  to  the  forest  to 
collect  fuel,  and  her  two  boys  went  down  to 
the  field  to  gather  sticks  of  "  imfe "  (sweet 
reed).  Old  Dogolwana  had  been  plying 
Philip  heavily  with  beer,  and  consequently 
the  latter  was  somewhat  mellow.  When  the 
coast  was  clear,  Mamiekwa,  to  whom  Philip 
had  been  making  love  all  day,  brought  him 
an  earthen  pot  of  beer,  over  the  edge  of 
which  the  pink  foam  was  temptingly  pro- 
truding. She  lifted  the  pot  for  him  to  drink 
from,  and  as  he  stretched  forth  his  head,  old 
Dogolwana  struck  him  a  violent  blow  behind 
the  ear  with  a  knobbed  stick,  and  he  fell  to 
the  ground,  stunned.  Dogolwana  and  the 
two  women  then  bound  his  hands  and  feet 
securely  with  thongs  which  they  had  in  readi- 
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ness.  They  then  lashed  him  firmly  to  a  heavy 
loose  pole  which  was  lying  in  the  hut,  passing 
the  thongs  round  and  round  his  body  and 
the  pole  together,  so  firmly  that  he  could 
hardly  writhe.  They  then  fastened  a  gag  in 
his  mouth.  Just  as  they  had  finished,  he 
regained  consciousness,  and  glared  at  them 
like  the  trapped  animal  that  he  was.  A 
blanket  was  tied  loosely  over  his  head,  and 
he  was  than  left  to  his  own  reflections. 

Upon  the  return  of  Mahlokoza  with  the 
load  of  fuel  she  was  treated  in  exactly  the 
same  way  in  her  own  hut.  After  dark  she 
was  carried  into  the  other  hut  and  laid  along- 
side Philip.  The  two  boys  had  been  easily 
secured  on  their  return  from  the  field.  They 
were  trussed  and  gagged  in  the  same  manner, 
and  laid  on  the  ground  between  their  mother 
and  uncle. 

The  door  of  the  hut  was  then  securely 
fastened  by  lacing  a  strand  of  soft  copper 
wire  through  the  wicker-work,  and  round 
stout  poles  placed  across  the  entrance,  after 
the  manner  agreed  upon  by  the  conspirators, 
as  overheard  by  Mamiekwa. 

Old  Dogolwana,  his  wife,  and  Notemba, 
with  little  Gqomisa,  Mamiekwa,  and  her  baby 
moved  into  the  hut  which   Mahlokoza  had 
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occupied.  Little  Gqomisa  liad  been  kept  out 
of  the  way  whilst  the  terrible  preparations 
described  had  been  carried  out. 

The  huts  at  the  ''  great  place "  were  ar- 
ranoed  in  the  form  of  a  laro^e  crescent,  with 
the  cattle  kraal  midway  between  the  points. 
The  old  chiefs  hut  had  been  in  the  middle  of 
the  curve.  After  his  death,  old  Dogolwana 
had  taken  possession  of  the  huts  near  the 
right-hand  point.  Those  huts  towards  the 
middle  of  the  curve  were  uninhabited,  being 
used  as  corn  stores.  Thus,  no  one  dwelt 
nearer  to  the  hut  where  the  wretched  victims 
lay  bound  awaiting  their  doom  than  the 
women  and  boys  occupying  the  huts  at  the 
left-hand  point,  beyond  the  cattle  kraal. 

As  soon  as  darkness  fell,  old  Dogolwana 
and  the  women  barred  the  door  of  the  hut 
which  they  occupied  securely  on  the  inside, 
and  sat  in  grim  silence  awaiting  develop- 
ments. Dogolwana  sat  listening  close  to  the 
wicker  door.  After  waitinc:  thus  for  some 
hours  he  heard  stealthy  footsteps  approach- 
ing, and  then  some  one  endeavoured  to  open 
the  door.     Then  Songoza  whispered  : 

"  Philip — Philip,  open — it  is  I." 

The  women  snored  loudly  and  Dogolwana 
sat   mute  and  rigid.     After   calling    Philip's 
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name  several  times  in  a  low  voice,  and  obtain- 
ing no  answer,  Songoza  crept  away.  Going 
softly  to  the  door  of  the  other  hut,  he  ex- 
amined the  fastenings,  which  satisfied  him 
that  PhiHp  had  performed  his  share  of  the 
contract.  He  then  stole  away  on  tip- toe 
until  he  reached  the  other  side  of  the  hut  in 
which  Dogolwana  was.  Then  he  sat  down 
and  pulled  out  a  flint,  steel,  and  tinder-box. 

Old  Doo-olwana  and  the  women  could  hear 
the  low  click,  click  of  the  steel  on  the  flint 
through  the  ''wattle  and  daub"  wall  of  the 
hut. 

The  touchwood  soon  ignited,  so  Songoza 
placed  it  in  the  curve  of  a  doubled  wisp  of 
dry  grass,  and  then  he  ran  quickly  over  to 
the  hut  which  contained  his  brother,  his  wife, 
and  his  two  sons,  one  being  the  only  creature 
that  had  ever  awakened  a  spark  of  love  in 
his  cold  and  cruel  heart. 

The  wisp  of  grass  quickly  ignited,  and  with 
it  SonQ^oza  ran  around  the  hut,  firinor  the 
overhanging  eaves  every  few  feet.  He  then 
rushed  into  the  forest.  The  hut  was  old  and 
as  dry  as  tinder.  The  roaring  flames  shot  up 
instantly,  and  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the 
glowing  roof  sank  down  with  a  thud  between 
the  blazing  walls. 
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About  an  hour  afterwards  Dogolwana  again 
heard  some  one  trying  to  open  the  door. 

''  Who  is  there  ? "  he  called  out,  his  voice 
soundino-  muflled  throuoh  the  blanket  which 
he  had  drawn  over  his  head. 

"  Open  the  door,  Philip  ;   it  is  I,  Songoza." 

**  My  chief,"  replied  Dogolwana  ;  ''  Philip, 
with  your  wife  and  children,  is  sleeping  in 
the  next  hut  on  the  left." 

Songoza  gave  one  frightful  shriek,  and 
rushed  forth   as   if  driven  by  fiends. 


GQUMA; 

Or,   the  white   WAIF 

'^  A  sun-child  whiter  than  the  whitest  snows 
Was  born  out  of  the  world  of  sunless  things 
That  round  the  round  earth  flows  and  ebbs  and 
flows!" 

Thaiassius. 

I 

T^HE  fish  had  been  biting  splendidly  since 
-■-  midnight,  and  when  at  dawn  we  ran 
the  boat  into  a  little  creek  which  branched 
from  the  main  lagoon  between  steep,  shelving, 
rocky  banks  overhung  with  forest,  we  counted 
out  eleven  ''  kabeljouws,"  the  lightest  of  which 
must  have  weighed  fifteen  pounds,  while  the 
heaviest  would  certainly  have  turned  the 
scale  at  fifty. 

We  laid  them  out,  'Nqalate  and  I,  on  the 
smooth,  cool  rock  shelves.  The  fish  more 
recently  caught  were  yet  quivering,  and  the 
lovely  pink  and  purple  flushes  still  chased  each 
other  along   their   shining   sides.     'Nqalate, 
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like  all  Kafirs,  hated  having  to  touch  fish  ; 
he  regarded  them  as  water-snakes  with  a 
bad  smell  superimposed  upon  the  ordinary- 
ophidian  disadvantages.  After  cleansing  the 
"  kabeljouws  "  under  my  directions,  he  washed 
and  re-washed  his  hands  with  great  vigour  ; 
but,  to  judge  by  the  expression  of  his  face 
when  he  smelt  them  afterwards,  the  result  of 
the  scrubbing  was  not  satisfactory. 

The  morning  was  cool  and  bracing,  and  a 
wonderful  breeze  streamed  in  over  the  bar  at 
the  mouth  of  the  lagoon,  where  the  great 
ocean-rollers  were  thundering.  A  flock  of 
wild  geese  arose  and  flew  inland  after  their 
night's  feeding,  uttering  wild  screams  of  de- 
light as  they  soared  into  the  sunlight,  which 
had  not  yet  descended  upon  us.  Seamews 
and  curlews  wheeled  around  with  plaintive 
cries.  A  couple  of  ospreys  swooped  down 
and  settled  on  a  giant  euphorbia  only  a  few 
yards  oiT.  Ever  and  anon  vivid  halcyons 
skimmed  down  the  creek.  In  the  forest 
close  at  hand  the  bush-bucks  were  hoarsely 
barking,  and  the  guinea-fowls  uttering  stri- 
dent cries. 

While  my  companion  collected  fuel,  I  took 
the  kettle  and  forced  my  way  through  the 
bush  to  the  bed  of  the  creek  at  a  spot  above 
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the  reach  of  the  salt  water.  On  returning  I 
found  'Nqalate  blowing  at  the  fire  as  only 
a  Kafir  can.  Lifting  his  head  out  of  the 
smoke,  he  gave  a  sneeze,  and  immediately 
afterwards  uttered  the  exclamation  :  "  Gquma 
'ndincede ! "  This  struck  me  as  peculiar. 
''Gquma,"  pronounced  "g  (click)  0-0-ma," 
means  in  the  Kafir  language,  "  a  roar,"  such 
as  the  roar  of  a  lion,  or  of  the  sea  ;  in  this 
instance  I  took  it  to  mean  the  latter,  and 
'''ndincede"  means  ''help  me,"  or  "give 
assistance."  After  speculating  upon  this 
strange  rudimentary  suggestion  of  the  wide- 
spread habit  according  to  which  divers  races 
of  men  invoke  their  respective  deities  or 
deified  ancestors  after  the  innocuous  process 
of  sneezing,  my  curiosity  as  to  how  the 
roar  of  the  sea  came  to  be  invoked  in  an 
apparently  analogous  sense  prompted  me  to 
question  'Nqalate  on  the  subject. 

"  Gquma,  whom  I  invoked,"  he  replied, 
"  is  not  the  roar  of  the  sea,  but  a  woman  of 
your  race  who  lived  many  years  ago,  and 
whom  we,  the  Tshomane,  look  upon  as  the 
head  of  our  tribe.  You  will  notice  that  when- 
ever a  Tshmane  sneezes  he  calls  on  Gquma." 

"  But  where  did  Gquma  come  from  ? "  I 
inquired,  "  and  why  was  she  so  called  ?  " 
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"  Gquma,"  replied  'Nqalate,  "  was  a  white 
woman  who  came  out  of  the  sea  when  she 
was  a  child.  She  married  our  great  chief 
'Ndepa,  and  she  and  he  together  ruled  our 
tribe.  She  was  the  great-grandmother  of 
our  chief  Dalasilc,  who  died  last  year." 

The  tide  was  running  out  swiftly,  and  I 
waited  impatiently  for  it  to  turn,  so  that  I 
could  re-commence  fishing.  The  sun  was 
now  hio'h,  and  the  breeze  had  died  down  to 
a  gentle,  fragrant  breath.  Suddenly  the 
water  ceased  running,  and  began  to  sway 
troublously  backward  and  forward,  lapping 
loudly  against  the  rocks.  Then  the  tide 
turned,  up  it  came  rushing — this  strange, 
cold,  pure,  bitter  spirit  pulsating  with  the 
ocean's  strenuous  life.  Like  a  sinofinQf  bird 
it  was  vocal  with  wonderful  words  that  no 
man  may  understand ;  with  joyful  tidings 
from  its  habitations  in  the  sea's  most  secret 
places  were  its  murmurs  thrilling. 

We  cast  off  the  boat  and  let  her  drift 
with  the  current  until  a  good  anchorage 
was  reached.  Fishing  usually  affords  large 
opportunities  for  reflection  or  conversation, 
and  on  this  occasion  'Nqalate  related  to  me 
all  he  knew  about  Gquma,  and,  moreover, 
gave   reference    to   certain  old    men  of  the 
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tribe,    by    whom    the     narrative    was    sub- 
sequently ampHfied. 


II 

One  autumn  morning  early  in  the  eigh- 
teenth century,  some  people  of  the  Tsho- 
mane  clan,  then  occupying  that  portion  of 
the  coast-country  of  what  is  now  Pondoland, 
which  lies  immediately  to  the  north-east  of 
the  mouth  of  the  Umtati  river,  were 
astonished  by  an  unwonted  spectacle.  The 
wind  had  been  blowing  strongly  from  the 
south-east  for  several  days  previously,  and 
the  sea  was  running  high.  Just  outside  the 
fringe  of  breakers  an  immense  "thing"  was 
rolling  about  helplessly  in  the  ocean  swell. 
This  "thing"  looked  like  a  great  fish,  such 
as  on  rare  occasions  had  been  stranded  in 
the  neighbourhood,  but  it  had  a  fiat  top  from 
which  thick,  irregular  stumps,  like  trunks  of 
trees,  protruded.  Moreover,  long  strings 
and  objects  resembling  immense  mats  were 
hanging  over  the  sides  and  trailing  in  the 
water.  As  the  rolling  brought  the  flat  sur- 
face into  view,  strange  creatures  resembling 
human  beings  could  be  seen  moving  about 
on  it. 
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Siicli  an  object  had  never  been  seen  or 
heard  of  by  the  oldest  man  of  the  tribe. 
The  people  assembled  In  crowds  and  watched, 
dumb  with  astonishment.  Then  a  shudder 
went  through  them.  A  faint  cry  repeated  at 
regular  intervals  pierced  the  booming  of  the 
surf,  and  a  white  fabric,  which  swelled  out  as 
It  arose,  was  seen  to  ascend  the  tallest  of  the 
protruding  stumps.  The  breeze  was  now 
blowing  lightly  off  the  land. 

All  day  long  the  monster  lay  wallowing. 
The  trailing  ropes  and  sails  were  cut  away, 
and  the  great  East  Indlaman,  Impelled  shore- 
ward by  the  swell,  w^as  just  able  for  a  time  to 
maintain  her  distance  from  the  land.  The 
current  sucked  her  slowly  southward,  and 
the  crowd  of  natives  silently  followed  along 
the  shore.  Late  In  the  afternoon  the  breeze 
died  down,  and  the  doomed  vessel  rolled 
nearer  and  nearer  the  black  rocks.  Just  after 
sundown  she  struck  with  a  crashing  thud, 
and  thereupon  a  long  wail  of  agony  arose 
from  those  on  board.  Then  she  heeled  over 
somewhat,  and  it  soon  appeared  as  though 
she  were  melting  away  In  the  water.  By 
the  time  night  fell,  strange  objects  which  the 
people  feared  to  touch  had  begun  to  wash 
up ;    these   were   stranded    by    the    receding 
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tide.  Nevertheless,  the  outHne  of  the  dark 
hull  could  still  be  faintly  seen  when  the 
startled  people  withdrew  to  their  homes, 
where  they  talked  until  far  into  the  night, 
over  the  wonderful  and  unprecedented  events 
of  the  day. 

At  the  first  streak  of  dawn  the  people 
began  to  re-assemble  on  the  beach.  The 
vessel  was  no  longer  to  be  seen,  but  the 
strand  was  strewn  with  wreckage  of  every 
description,  a  quantity  of  which  had  been 
flung  high  and  dry  by  the  waves.  When 
the  sun  arose  the  people  gained  confidence 
and  scattered  about  examining  the  different 
articles,  which  were  distributed  over  an  ex- 
tent of  several  hundred  yards  of  beach. 

A  shout  arose,  and  then  a  rush  was  made 
to  a  certain  spot  where,  in  a  wide  cleft  of  the 
black  reef,  which  was  floored  with  gleaming 
white  sand,  a  strange  object  had  been  dis- 
covered. Huddled  against  the  rock  on  one 
side  of  the  cleft  lay  a  child,  a  little  white  girl 
with  long  yellow  hair.  She  was  clad  in  a 
light-coloured  garment  of  a  texture  unknown 
to  the  natives,  and  around  the  upper  part  of 
her  body  were  tied  a  number  of  discs  of 
a  substance  resembling  soft  wood  of  little 
weight. 
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The  people  crowded  around  the  spot,  keep- 
ing at  a  distance  of  a  few  yards,  and  gazed 
with  astonishment  at  this  strange  creature  cast 
up  by  the  sea.  The  night  had  been  mild 
and  the  sun  was  now  shining  warmly  on  the 
pallid  child,  who  was  breathing  slowly  in  a 
swoon-like  sleep.  At  length  she  opened  her 
eyes,  they  were  of  the  hue  of  the  sky,  a 
colour  never  previously  seen  by  any  of  the 
spectators  in  the  eyes  of  a  human  being. 

The  gazing  crowd  Increased,  some  of  the 
people  who  climbed  over  the  rocks  gaining 
foot-hold  on  the  higher  ledges  of  the  steep 
reef,  and  gazing  eagerly  over  the  heads  of 
the  others  w^ho  were  nearer.  At  length  an 
old  man,  Gambushe,  head  councillor  to  Sango, 
the  chief,  stepped  forward  and  lifted  the  little 
girl  in  his  arms.  She  was  deathly  cold,  and 
when  she  felt  the  warmth  of  the  old  man's 
body  she  clung  to  him  and  tried  to  throw  her 
arms  about  his  neck.  This,  however,  the 
discs  of  cork  prevented  her  doing,  so  Gam- 
bushe sate  her  on  his  knee,  and  untied  the 
string  by  which  they  were  fastened.  She 
then  nestled  her  face  against  his  shoulder. 
The  child  appeared  to  be  quite  without 
dread ;  probably  she  was  accustomed  to 
black  faces,  but   in  any  case   the  terrors  of 
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the  past  night  would,  for  the  time  being, 
have  dulled  her  capacity  for  further  fear. 

The  kraal  of  Gambushe  was  situated  in  a 
valley  behind  the  adjacent  forest-covered 
sandhills  which  rose  abruptly  almost  from 
high-water-mark,  and  thither  he  carried  the 
worn-out  child,  who  had  fallen  asleep  on  his 
shoulder.  A  few  of  the  natives  followed 
him,  but  the  greater  number  remained  on 
the  shore.  Their  curiosity  had  now  got  the 
better  of  the  dread  inspired  by  the  unpre- 
cedented events  just  witnessed,  and  they 
began  to  examine  and  appropriate  flotsam 
and  jetsam  from  the  wreck.  Bales,  boxes, 
clothing,  and  furniture — all  things  unknown 
— were  eagerly  examined.  The  bales,  on 
being  ripped  open,  were  found  to  contain  silk 
and  cotton  fabrics,  which  struck  the  natives 
with  wonder  and  delight. 

An  order  was  sent  by  the  chief  to  the 
effect  that  all  the  property  salved  w^as  to  be 
carried  to  his  ''great  place,"  w^hlch  was 
situated  about  five  miles  away,  and  thither 
long  lines  of  laden  men,  women,  and  children 
wended  over  the  sinuous  footpaths. 

In  the  afternoon  dead  bodies  began  to 
roll  in  with  the  curling  surf,  and  the  white, 
bearded    faces    of  the   drowned   men  struck 
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the  excited  n:itives  with  fresh  terror.  All 
of  the  Bantu  race  shrink  with  the  greatest 
horror  from  contact  with  a  dead  body,  so 
the  people  drew  back  and  gathered  together 
in  affrighted  groups,  to  discuss  the  strange 
situation.  The  wind  again  blew  freshly,  and 
as  the  sea  arose  the  dead  men  came  in  more 
and  more  thickly,  some  with  wide-open  eyes, 
and  lips  parted  in  a  terrifying  smile.  Faster 
and  faster  came  the  bodies,  until  the  whole 
beach  was  strewn  with  them.  Mixed  with 
the  bodies  of  the  Europeans  were  those  of 
a  number  of  Lascars,  of  whom  the  crew  was 
probably  largely  composed. 

The  people  left  off  removing  the  wreckage, 
and  sent  to  the  chief  for  instructions.  In  the 
meantime  they  retired  terror-stricken  to  their 
homes. 

Next  morning  the  chief  came  down,  accom- 
panied by  the  witch-doctors  and  soothsayers 
of  the  tribe,  who,  with  hardly  dissembled 
dread,  passed  along  the  strand  from  body  to 
body.  Then  they  withdrew  for  consultation, 
with  ashen-grey  faces  and  trembling  limbs. 

They  came  to  a  unanimous  decision,  which 
was  communicated  to  a  Qreneral  meetlnor  of 
the  tribe  convened  next  day  at  the  "great 
place."     The  monster  that  had  died  on  the 
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rocks  amidst  the  white  water,  was  one  of  the 
creatures  of  the  sea  sent  to  bear  the  little 
white  maiden  to  the  land  of  the  Tshomane. 
She,  when  old  enough,  was  to  be  the  ''  great 
wife"  of  'Ndepa,  the  chief's  ''great  son," 
then  a  boy  of  about  twelve  years  of  age. 
She  was  a  daughter  of  the  mighty  ones  that 
dwell  in  the  sea, — her  marine  nature  being 
clearly  shoAvn  by  her  long  yellow  hair,  which 
resembled  nothing  but  sea-weed.  All  the 
dead  people  strewn  on  the  beach  had  been 
her  slaves  ;  they  had  now  been  destroyed 
because  she  no  longer  needed  them. 

The  chief  gave  an  order  that  no  more  pro- 
perty should  be  removed  from  the  beach, 
and  that  the  things  taken  before  the  washing 
up  of  the  bodies  were  to  be  carefully  pre- 
served for  the  use  of  the  white  maiden.  She 
had  come  to  the  land  of  the  Tshomane  when 
the  sea  was  raging  and  thundering  against 
the  black  rocks,  so  her  name,  said  the  sooth- 
sayers, must  be  called  "  Gquma," — "  the  roar 
of  the  sea." 
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III 

In  those  clays  the  European  was  quite 
unknown  to  the  Bantu  of  South-Eastern 
Africa.  Rumour  had  vaguely  told  of  the 
advent  of  strange  men  with  white,  bearded 
faces,  who  had  conquered  the  '' Amalawu" — 
the  Hottentots — by  means  of  the  thunder 
and  lightning,  over  which  they  had  com- 
mand. This  was,  however,  regarded  simply 
as  one  of  the  many  semi-mythical  tales  which 
are  always  current  among  uncivilized  people. 
Now  and  then,  at  long  intervals,  strange, 
white-winged  monsters  had  been  seen  by 
the  Tshomane  gliding  over  the  ocean,  but 
these  appearances  had  been  classed  with 
meteors,  eclipses  of  the  sun  and  moon,  and 
other  unexplalnable  phenomena.  Among 
savages  the  unprecedented  does  not  occasion 
nearly  so  much  astonishment  as  among  civi- 
lized men,  for  the  reason  that  the  former 
have  but  a  very  rudimentary  idea  of  the 
laws  governing  cause  and  effect.  Like  the 
early  Christians,  to  whom  the  miraculous 
was  the  normal,  savages  assign  all  the  many 
things  they  do  not  understand  to  the  category 
of  the  magical. 
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The  explanation  of  the  nature  and  the 
advent  of  the  Httle  white  waif  as  given  by 
the  soothsayers  was  fully  accepted.  The 
fair-skinned,  blue-eyed  child  with  the  long, 
shining,  yellow  locks  was  looked  upon  as  a 
gracious  gift  from  the  undefined  but  dread- 
ful powers  that  rule  the  world  from  the  realm 
of  the  unseen,  a  creature  to  be  fostered  and 
cherished  as  a  pledge  of  favour, — to  be 
reverenced  as  an  emanation  from  something 
that  had  its  dwelling  where  the  sea  and  the 
sky  met,  and  that  swayed  the  destinies  of 
ordinary  men  from  afar,  something  the  less 
known  the  more  awful.  It  must  be  borne  In 
mind  that  the  brandy-seller,  the  gun-runner, 
and  the  loafer  had  not  as  yet  nearly  destroyed 
all  respect  on  the  part  of  the  native  for  the 
European. 

Little  Gquma  took  with  strange  kindness 
to  her  new  surroundings.  She  must  have 
possessed  one  of  those  natures — more  com- 
mon among  women  than  men — which  can 
easily  assimilate  themselves  to  new  surround- 
ings. She  was  apparently  about  seven  years 
of  age.  She  talked  freely,  but  of  course  her 
language  could  not  be  understood.  One 
word  she  repeated  over  and  over  again — 
pointing    the    while     to    herself:     "Bessie, 


Oo     GOUMA  ;   OR,  THE   WHITE   WAIF 

Bessie."  This  was  supposed  to  be  her  name, 
but  the  one  given  by  the  soothsayers  quite 
superseded  it. 

Gquma  remained  at  the  kraal  of  Gam- 
bushe,  whither  all  the  things  saved  from  the 
wreck  had  been  carried — two  large  store- 
huts  having  been  built  for  their  reception. 
One  day  when  one  of  the  boxes  w^as  opened, 
the  child  caught  sight  of  a  pair  of  hair- 
brushes and  a  large  mirror.  These  she  at 
once  seized,  bursting  into  tears  at  the  same 
time.  She  carried  them  away  with  her,  and 
was  soon  afterwards  seen  to  place  the  mirror 
standing  against  the  side  of  one  of  the  huts. 
Then  she  sat  down  before  it,  and  began 
brushing  out  her  long,  yellow  hair,  speaking 
softly  to  herself  the  while.  Every  day  there- 
after she  spent  some  time  before  the  mirror, 
brushing  her  hair  and  sometimes  weeping. 
In  some  of  the  other  boxes  other  brushes 
were  found,  and  these  w^ere  put  aside  for 
Gquma's  use. 

Three  white  cows  had  been  asslofned  from 
the  chief's  herd  for  Gquma's  support,  and 
soon  afterwards  a  law  was  enacted  in  terms 
of  which  all  pure  white  calves  born  in  the 
Tshomane  herds  were  regarded  as  "Gquma's 
cattle,"  and  had  to  be  delivered,  when  a  year 
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old,  at  Gambushe's  kraal.  This  tribute  was 
submitted  to  cheerfully  by  the  people,  and  it 
was  considered  a  token  of  good  fortune  when 
a  cow  gave  birth  to  a  white  calf.  In  those 
days  virulent  cattle  diseases  were  unknown, 
and  in  a  few  years  "  Gquma's  cattle"  had 
increased  to  a  herd  of  several  hundreds. 
The  fame  of  ''the  child  of  the  sea"  spread 
far  and  wide,  and  people  used  to  come  great 
distances  to  see  her  and  her  wonderful  herd 
of  white  cattle. 

The  property  salved  from  the  wreck  soon 
became  destroyed  by  moths  and  damp,  con- 
sequent on  bad  storage.  In  the  course  of  a 
few  years  nothing  whatever  of  the  textile 
fabrics  was  left.  At  first  some  attempt  was 
made  to  clothe  Gquma  in  garments  selected 
from  the  salved  stores,  but  these  were  mostly 
of  an  ill  fit,  and  soon  she  came  to  prefer  the 
untrammelled  nakedness  of  her  little  native 
companions.  These  always  paid  her  the 
greatest  deference,  and  acknowledged  her 
authority  without  question.  She  quickly 
picked  up  the  language  of  the  tribe,  and  she 
appeared  to  be  perfectly  happy  in  her  new- 
surroundings. 

In  the  eighteenth  century  some  of  the  best 
ideals  of  the  age  of  chivalry  were  realized 
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among  the  Ikinlii  tribes  of  South-Eastern 
Africa.  Battles  were  fought  for  honour  and 
not  for  phuider ;  in  warfare  the  Hves  of 
women  and  children  were  respected — pris- 
oners were  never  put  to  death,  but  were  held 
at  ransom.  After  a  battle  the  young  men  of 
one  side  would  often  send  home  their  shields 
and  spears  by  the  attendant  boys,  and  pro- 
ceed as  honoured  guests  to  the  kraals  of 
their  late  adversaries.  It  was  an  age  of 
gentle  manners  and  generous  deeds,  which 
withered  for  ever  when  the  butcher  Tshaka 
turned  the  land  into  a  shambles. 

The  uneventful  years  slipped  by,  and  the 
white  waif  grew  in  stature  and  beauty.  Her 
favourite  ornaments  were  cowrie  and  other 
sea-shells.  Being  always  regarded  as  the 
child  of  the  sea,  her  fondness  for  bathing  was 
looked  upon  as  appropriate  and  natural.  On 
the  level  sandy  beach  which  stretched  for 
miles  to  the  north  from  the  reef  on  which  the 
ship  had  been  wrecked,  the  great  rollers 
of  the  Indian  Ocean  swept  in,  thundering, 
and  here  on  sunny  days,  Gquma  with  her 
body-guard  of  boys  and  girls  would  sport 
and  swim,  diving  through  the  combers,  and 
then  looking  back  to  see  them  curl  over  and 
dash  with  a  thud  on  the  hard  smooth  sand. 
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On  summer  days,  when  the  sun  beat  fiercely 
on  the  beach,  they  would  spend  hours  on 
the  banks  of  one  of  the  many  streams  that 
trickled  down  through  the  forest,  plunging 
every  now  and  then  into  some  crystal-clear, 
fern-fringed  pool. 

In  cold  weather  Gquma  wore  for  cloth- 
ing a  kaross  made  of  otter-skins,  which  had 
been  tanned  to  the  softness  of  silk,  and  sewn 
together  cunningly  with  strands  of  sinew  by 
an  old  refugee  from  one  of  the  inland  tribes, 
which  excel  as  workers  in  peltries. 

Gquma  grew  to  be  a  most  lovely  woman. 
Her  skin  had  browned  to  a  rich  glowing 
tint,  and  the  healthy,  natural  life  she  led 
developed  her  form  to  the  highest  degree 
of  symmetry.  She  was  never  asked  or  ex- 
pected to  perform  labour  of  any  description, 
the  Tshomane  people  regarding  her  as  one 
who  should  be  left  to  follow  her  own  devices. 
Those  who  sent  her  would  show  her  what 
it  was  good  that  she  should  do. 

The  one  conventional  practice  which  she 
continued  was  the  brushing  of  her  hair.  Be- 
fore the  wreck  she  had  evidently  been  taught 
to  take  care  of  her  locks,  for  from  the  day 
on  which  she  wept  at  seeing  the  hair-brushes 
and    the    mirror,    she   had   each    night   and 
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morning  brushed  her  hair  carefully.  At 
night,  before  sleeping,  she  would  twist  it 
tOQ-ether,  and  then  coil  it  around  her  neck. 
In  the  morning  when  she  arose  she  would 
shake  it  out  until  it  fell  over  her  shoulders 
to  below  her  waist.  Gquma's  brushing  of 
her  hair  was  looked  upon  as  a  sort  of  rite, 
and  the  function  was  regarded  with  the  deep- 
est respect,  more  especially  as  she  often  wept 
softly  during  its  performance. 

The  Tshomane  clan,  which  is  located  in 
the  'Mqandull  district,  Tembuland,  is  now 
of  comparative  Insignificance,  but  in  the 
eighteenth  century  it  stood  at  the  head  of 
a  tribe  of  considerable  strength  and  Impor- 
tance. At  the  advent  of  Gquma,  Sango  had 
been  chief  for  about  four  years.  His  ''great 
son"  was  'Ndepa,  who  afterwards  became 
the  husband  of  Gquma.  Sango  was  a  man 
of  wisdom,  who  loved  peace,  and  who  kept 
his  clan  as  much  as  possible  within  its  own 
territory.  'Ndepa  took  after  his  father  in 
character.  He  was  about  five  years  older 
than  Gquma,  and  he  married  her  shortly 
after  she  arrived  at  womanhood. 

At  the  marriage  feast  of  Gquma  the  whole 
tribe  assembled.  By  advice  of  the  sooth- 
sayers the  great  dance  took  place  at  the  sea- 
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shore,  and  instead  of  following  the  custom 
in  terms  of  which  the  bride  should  have  been 
led  to  her  husband's  dwelling,  Gquma  and 
her  maidens  stationed  themselves  midway 
in  the  cleft  of  the  black  reef,  where  she  had 
been  tenderly  delivered  by  the  destroying 
waves,  and  thither  the  bridegroom  went  to 
ask  his  bride  of  the  Ocean.  Gifts  of  meat, 
milk,  and  beer  were  cast  into  the  foam,  and 
the  soothsayers  read  the  signs  of  the  mur- 
muring water  as  propitious  to  the  union. 

Within  a  few  years  of  the  marriage  Sango 
died,  and  'Ndepa  became  "great  chief";  but 
Gquma,  rather  than  he,  was  looked  upon  as 
the  head  of  the  tribe. 

Gquma  lived  only  for  about  eighteen  years 
after  her  marriage.  She  bore  to  her  husband 
two  sons,  the  eldest  of  whom  was  called 
Begela,  and  a  daughter,  who  was  called 
Bessie.  Begela  inherited  the  chieftainship 
after  the  death  of  his  father.  During  the 
lifetime  of  Gquma,  'Ndepa  did  not  take 
another  wife. 

Gquma  died  of  a  mysterious  disorder  which 
baffled  the  skill  of  several  renowned  doctors. 
She  lay  almost  speechless  on  her  mat  for 
many  days,  and  she  became  more  and  more 
emaciated.    Then  her  mind  began  to  wander, 
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and  her  speech  was  ever  of  the  sea.  On  the 
day  she  died  she  was,  at  her  own  request, 
carried  down  to  the  cleft  in  the  reef.  Just 
before  she  breathed  her  last,  she  called  for 
Bessie,  her  daughter.  The  child  was  brought 
and  placed  at  her  side.  The  dying  mother 
strove  to  speak,  but  was  unable  to  do  so. 
She  partly  lifted  herself,  and  pointed  across 
the  sea  with  her  right  hand  ;  then  she  turned, 
clasped  the  child  to  her  bosom,  and  gave  out 
her  life  with  a  long-drawn  sigh.  In  the 
night  a  terrible  storm  arose,  and  the  shore 
afterwards  was  found  to  be  strewn  with 
myriads  of  dead  fish. 

When  the  storm  subsided,  Gquma's  body 
was  carried  at  low  tide  to  the  extreme  outside 
verge  of  the  black  reef.  After  being  heavily 
weighted,  it  was  cast  into  the  sea,  as  also 
were  the  hair-brushes  and  the  mirror. 

It  was  noticed  that  soon  after  Gquma  re- 
turned, as  all  the  people  believed,  to  the  ocean 
that  had  given  her  birth,  good  fortune  seemed 
to  have  departed  from  the  tribe  which  had 
acknowledged  her  as  its  honoured  and  be- 
loved chief,  and  the  insignificant  remnants 
of  which  venerate  her  memory  even  at  the 
present  unromantic  day. 
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"  Give  not  that  which  is  holy  unto  the  dogs,  neither 
cast  ye  your  pearls  before  swine." — Malt/ieiv  vii.  6. 

"  TIJ'ROiM  Durban,  sir.  Been  a  matter  of 
^  three  weeks  on  the  road.  Left  my 
mate  at  Kokstad,  where  he  'Hsted  in  the 
Cape  Mounted  Rifles.  Wouldn't  have  me 
because  I  was  half-an-Inch  too  short,  and  a 
matter  of  fifteen  years  too  old. 

''  Yes,  looking  for  a  job  now,  same  as  lots 
of  others.  You're  right,  sir,  times  is  mortal 
hard.  I  tramped  all  the  way  down  to  Durban 
from  Johannesburg.  No  one,  barring  a  black, 
can  get  taken  on  there  now.  Twenty  years 
ago  this  was  something  of  a  white  man's 
country  ; — 'tisn't  no  more. 

"  Yes,  It's  my  own  fault ;  'most  everything 
that  happens  to  man  is,  barring  good  luck, 
and  that's  often  sent  special  by  the  devil  for 
the  sake  of  what  comes  afterwards.     Drink  i* 
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well,  iJial  of  course.  When  a  man  has  been 
tramping  all  clay  long  In  the  hot  sun,  and 
then  lies  clown  so  tired  and  blistered  that  he 
can't  sleep,  but  lies  thinking  of  the  chances 
he  has  lost  and  the  things  he  has  done,  small 
blame  to  him  if  he  buys  threepenn'orth  of 
forgetfulness,  even  if  it  is  another  nail  in  his 
coffin.  Another  nail !  As  if  any  more  were 
wanted.  I  tell  you,  sir,  most  of  us  tramps 
are  dead  and  damned  long  ago,  and  any 
parson  will  tell  you  that  when  a  man's 
damned  there's  no  hope  for  him. 

''  Drink  ?  all  sorts.  '  Cape  Smoke  '  is  bad, 
and  Natal  rum  is  worse,  but  of  all  the  brews 
to  rot  the  inside  out  of  a  man,  Transvaal 
brandy  takes  the  cake.  But  I  will  say  this 
for  it:  a  bottle  goes  mortal  far.  I've  seen 
more  than  one  man  killed  by  a  single  bottle, 
through  drinking  it  too  quick  on  an  empty 
stomach.  But  I'm  too  tough  ;  that  sort  of 
thing  won't  finish  me. 

"  Let's  see.  I  first  took  to  the  road  twenty 
years  ago,  just  after  the  alluvial  petered  out 
at  old  *  Pilgrim's,'^  and  I've  been  on  it  ever 
since  pretty  well,  except  for  a  few  years  in 
the  Transvaal  when   I   was  working  on  the 

^  "  Pilgrim's  Rest,"  an  alluvial  gold-licld  in  the  north 
of  the  Transvaal,  rushed  in  1873. 
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Boers'  farms  before  the  war,  helping  them  to 
build.  I'm  a  mason  by  trade  ;  leastwise  I 
never  was  in  my  articles,  but  I  picked  it  up 
natural  like.  I  used  to  get  a  job  that  would 
keep  me  on  a  farm  sometimes  for  two  or 
three  months,  and  when  I  got  my  money, 
swag  it  to  the  nearest  town.  Then  drunk 
for  a  fortnight,  and  the  road  again  until  I'd 
found  another  job. 

"  Well,  I  suppose  'most  every  man  has 
something  special  to  look  back  upon  ;  mine, 
I  never  talk  about.  However,  you've  given 
me  a  good  feed  and  a  shake-down,  and  you 
don't  seem  to  suspect  I'm  going  to  try  and 
steal  your  spoons  or  cut  your  throat,  so  I 
don't  see  why  I  shouldn't  tell  you  about  it  ; 
anyhow  I'll  try.  Just  let  me  light  my  pipe, 
and  then  you  sit  sideways  so  's  you  can't  see 
my  face,  and  I'll  be  able  to  talk  better. 

''It  came  about  this  way  :  me  and  a  mate 
left  *  Pilgrim's '  together,  meaning  to  tramp 
to  Kimberley,  but  of  course  we  had  to  get 
work  on  the  road.  I  was  just  twenty-four 
years  old,  and  as  strong  as  a  horse.  I'd  not 
been  drinking  long,  and  you  couldn't  see  by 
me  that  I'd  ever  touched  a  drop. 

''  At  Lydenburg  we  met  a  Dutchman  who 
told  us  of  a  farm  about  two  days'  journey 
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away,  where  there  was  some  building  want- 
ing to  be  clone,  so  for  there  we  started. 
The  place  was  a  little  way  off  our  course  to 
the  right,  but  that  didn't  matter.  Well,  we 
reached  it  on  the  second  day,  and  we  were 
at  once  taken  on.  The  Boer  w^anted  a 
*  lean-to '  built,  and  the  bricks  and  mortar 
were  ready.  The  man  who'd  agreed  to  do 
the  job  had  hurt  his  hand  and  been  obliged 
to  go  away  to  a  doctor,  so  the  Boer  was  right 
glad  to  see  us. 

"  You  know,  sir,  what  life  is  like  on  a 
Boer's  farm — coffee  and  biscuit  first  thing 
in  the  morning,  early  dinner  of  meat  and 
pumpkin,  and  late  supper  of  bread  and 
dripping ;  lots  of  coffee,  of  course,  in  be- 
tw^een.  This  Boer  w^as  a  good  sort  and 
treated  us  well.  We  took  the  job  on  as 
a  piece,  so  w^e  worked  hard.  We  grubbed 
with  the  family,  listened  wnthout  understand- 
ing a  word  when  the  old  man  read  the  Bible 
and  prayed,  and  helped  them  (leastwise  I 
did)  to  sing  hymns.  I  soon  began  to  pick 
up  a  little  of  their  lingo,  learning  a  few 
words  every  day,  but  my  mate  didn't  know 
a  word  of  It,  and  wouldn't  learn. 

*'  There  w^ere  lots  of  children,  mostly  small, 
and  a  young  nephew  of  the  old  woman's  who 
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lived  ill  the  house.  His  name  was  Jacob, 
and  he'd  long,  black  hair  and  a  cock-eye. 
The  two  eldest  children  were  boys,  and  the 
next  one  was  a  girl  of  twelve.  She  and  I 
became  great  chums.  She  used  to  come  out 
and  sit  near  where  I  was  at  work,  asking 
questions  about  the  bricks  and  mortar,  and 
teaching  me  Dutch  words.  She  used  to 
laugh  like  the  dickens  at  my  way  of  saying 
them.  Often,  when  visitors  came,  or  when 
the  old  woman  made  coffee  between  meals, 
as  she  did  three  or  four  times  a  day,  Hessie 
(that  was  her  name)  would  bring  me  out  a 
cup,  and  watch  me  drink  it.  She  didn't  like 
my  mate,  who  was  a  surly  old  bear,  so  she 
would  never  bring  him  any,  and  if  I  gave  him 
a  swig  out  of  mine,  she'd  get  as  mad  as  cats, 
and  swear  she'd  never  bring  me  any  more. 

''  Sometimes  she'd  ask  me  all  about  my 
people,  and  get  me  to  describe  the  place 
I'd  come  from.  To  hear  me  describing 
Manchester  in  my  Dutch  would  have  made 
a  cow  laugh.  She'd  want  to  know  all  sorts 
of  things,  whether  I'd  any  sisters,  and  what 
they  were  like,  and  if  I'd  a  sweetheart,  and 
whether  I'd  ever  come  back  again  to  the 
farm  after  the  job  was  finished.  She  always 
used  to  call  me  '  Vellum.' 
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"  W  ell,  the  job  was  finished  at  last,  and 
me  and  my  mate  left  the  farm  with  about 
ten  pound  each,  meaning  to  go  straight  to 
Kimberley.  Hessie  took  on  a  powerful  lot 
when  I  said  good-bye  to  her,  crying  and 
sobbing.  I  was  very  sorry  to  say  good-bye 
too,  and  I  sent  her  back  a  present  of  a  red 
leather  belt  with  a  big  steel  buckle  from 
Middleburg,  where  we  dossed  down  the  first 
nio^ht  after  leavinor  the  farm. 

"  I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  although 
I  met  four  or  five  of  my  old  chums,  I  never 
touched  a  drop  of  drink  at  Middleburg,  and 
what's  more,  I  didn't  want  to.  My  mate 
wanted  to,  sure  enough,  but  I  wouldn't  let 
him  ;  and  to  be  quite  safe  we  went  and  slept 
just  outside  the  town,  where  we  couldn't  see 
the  lights  in  the  bars,  nor  hear  the  boys 
shouting. 

*'  Next  morning  we  started  for  Pretoria, 
and  there  we  both  got  on  the  bend.  In  a 
week  all  our  money  was  spent,  and  we  were 
then  kicked  out  of  the  hotel.  Next  day  me 
and  my  mate  got  blaming  each  other,  and  it 
ended  in  my  giving  him  a  most  almighty 
hammering,  after  which  we  parted. 

''  I  hung  about  Pretoria  for  a  while,  loafing 
mostly,  and    doing  odd  jobs.     Then    I    got 
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work  In  the  country  again,  and  when  it  was 
finished,  went  back  to  Pretoria  and  drunk 
out  what  I'd  made.  This  sort  of  thing  w^ent 
on  for  about  five  years — a  few  months'  work 
at  which  I'd  earn  a  bit  of  money — then  a 
couple  of  weeks'  spree.  After  this  a  loaf 
around  looking  for  jobs  and  picking  up 
whatever  I  could  get. 

"  You're  right,  sir,  sometimes  I  was  in 
very  low  water.  I've  lived  with  the  niggers 
in  the  locations  at  the  lower  end  of  Pretoria, 
and  I've  seen  some  queer  sights.  I  lay  ill 
in  a  hut  there  once  for  three  months,  and 
never  had  a  doctor  near  me  ;  a  woman  just 
physicked  me  with  roots,  and  did  me  a  power 
of  good.  When  I  got  better  I  sw^ore  off 
drink  for  the  twentieth  time,  and  then,  as 
luck  would  have  It,  I  dropped  on  a  Dutch- 
man who  wanted  a  house  built.  He  lent  me 
a  couple  of  pound  to  buy  clothes  with,  and 
then  loaded  me  up  on  his  wagon  and  took 
me  to  his  farm,  which  was  not  very  far  from 
MIddleburg. 

*'  After  the  job,  which  took  me  four  months^ 
was  finished,  instead  of  going  back  to  Pre- 
toria I  thought  I'd  drop  round  and  see  how 
little  Hessie  and  the  others  on  the  farm 
where   I'd  got  my  first  job  over  five  years 
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ago,  were  getting  on.  I'd  more  than  twenty 
pound  in  my  pocket,  and  as  Ed  nearly  died 
through  sprccing  after  1  was  sick  a  few 
months  back,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  keep 
on  the  straight,  at  all  events  for  some  little 
time  to  come. 

''  So  I  bought  an  old  pony  and  a  second- 
hand saddle  from  the  man  Ed  been  working 
for,  and  then  I  rode  into  iMiddleburg,  where 
I  got  a  bran-new  rig-out  at  one  of  the  stores. 
Next  day  I  went  on  to  Hessie's  farm.  The 
old  man  and  the  old  woman  were  away 
visiting,  and  the  children,  who  were  nearly 
all  standing  outside,  had  grown  so  that  I 
hardly  knew  one  of  them.  It  seemed  funny 
that  none  of  them  knew  me  from  a  crow. 

'*  I  just  hitched  my  horse  on  to  a  stake, 
and  went  straight  up  to  the  front  door.  Not 
one  of  the  children  had  recognized  me,  so 
they  just  lolled  about  and  took  no  notice, 
same  as  Dutch  children  pretty  nigh  always 
does.  The  door  was  open,  but  I  knocked, 
meaning  to  ask  for  Hessie,  and  after  Ed  seen 
her  and  got  a  cup  of  coffee,  to  go  back  to 
Middleburg.  Just  then,  after  Ed  knocked, 
there  came  down  the  passage  a  tall,  strapping 
young  woman  with  the  prettiest  Aice  Ed  ever 
seen.     She  shook  hands  same  as  the  Dutch 
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always  do  with  strangers  that  come  on  horse- 
back, and  asked  me  to  come  inside,  so  inside 
I  came.  I  sat  down  on  the  okl  '  bank ' 
(sofa)  with  the  straight  back  and  the  bottom 
of  crossed  thongs,  that  looked  just  as  if  no 
one  had  sat  on  it  since  I'd  left  the  farm,  and 
then  I  began  to  ask  the  young  woman  about 
Hessie.  When  she  heard  my  voice  she  gave 
a  start,  and  then  jumped  up  and  called  out  in 
her  own  language  :  *  Why  it's  Vellum,'  so 
it  turned  out  to  be  Hessie  after  all.  She 
just  ran  at  me,  holding  out  both  her  hands, 
and  laughing  and  blushing.  Well,  in  less 
than  no  time  I  was  talking  to  her  about  all 
sorts  of  things,  and  drinking  cups  of  coffee 
as  hard  as  ever  I  could.  I  could  now  speak 
Dutch  quite  well,  but  she'd  hardly  give  me 
a  chance  to  speak  at  all,  being  so  full  of 
questions,  and  asking  another  before  I'd  had 
time  to  answer  the  one.  She  was  a  wonder- 
ful pretty  girl — very  plump,  with  brown  eyes 
and  hair,  and  rosy  cheeks.  I'd  never  have 
known  her  again.  She  kept  saying  she 
wondered  how  it  was  she'd  not  known  me, 
and  then  she'd  get  quite  sad  like,  and  say 
she  thought  I  looked  terrible  old,  and  asked 
me  if  I'd  had  lots  of  trouble.  I  said  yes, 
and  then  she  pressed  me  to  tell  her  what  my 
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trouble  was.  I  told  her  a  long  yarn  about 
my  father  and  mother  having  died,  and 
myself  having  been  laid  up  for  three  months 
with  fever  (which  was  my  name  for  the 
'  rats,'  and  worse).  I  felt  so  bad  at  deceiving 
her,  that  I  was  sorry  Td  come  back.  All  at 
once  she  jumped  up  and  ran  out  of  the  room. 
When  she  returned  her  cheeks  were  very 
red,  and  her  eyes  bright.  After  a  while  I 
noticed  that  she  had  put  on  the  belt  I'd  sent 
her  long  ago  as  a  good-bye  gift,  and  then 
that  it  was  still  nearly  new.  Then  she  called 
in  her  brothers  and  sisters,  and  we  all  shook 
hands,  and  they  made  me  welcome  all  round. 

''Well,  she  made  me  off-saddle  my  horse, 
and  would  hear  of  nothing  but  that  I  must 
stay  for  the  night.  It  was  just  a  piece  of 
luck  my  finding  any  one  at  the  farm,  because 
the  old  man  was  preparing  to  shift  to  an- 
other farm  up  near  Lydenburg,  which  he 
had  bought.  That  evening  we  sat  up  late 
in  the  '  voorhuis '  (parlour),  and  talked  to  one 
another  long  after  every  one  else  had  gone 
to  bed.  Hessie  told  me  all  about  herself, 
how  she  had  missed  me,  and  how  she  used 
to  wonder  where  I  was,  and  whether  we'd 
ever  meet  again. 

''  I  lay  that  night,  not  in  the  little  outside 
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room  that  I'd  used  before,  but  In  the  big 
strangers'  room,  where  there  was  a  four- 
poster  with  a  feather-bed  so  thick  and  soft 
that  a  bigger  man  than  me  might  have  got 
lost  in  it.  Will  you  believe  me,  sir,  when  I 
tell  you  that  I  didn't  sleep  a  wink  ?  I  just 
lay  awake  thinking  of  the  life  I'd  been  lead- 
ing and  the  things  I'd  done,  and  feeling  as  if 
I'd  made  everything  I  touched  dirty.  Then 
the  way  I'd  had  to  lie  to  the  girl  made  me 
feel  so  hot  that  I'd  to  kick  off  all  the  blankets, 
and  that  ashamed,  that  if  I'd  known  where 
to  find  my  saddle  and  bridle  I'd  have  stole 
out  and  cleared. 

"  Next  day  the  old  man  and  the  old  woman 
turned  up,  and  right  glad  they  were  to  see 
me,  too.  They  said  I  must  stay  on  for  a 
spell.  Then  the  old  man  remembered  that 
he  wanted  some  buildins:  done  at  the  other 
farm,  so  he  asked  me  to  go  there  with  them 
and  take  on  another  job.  This  I  agreed  to 
do,  and  Hessie  was  that  glad,  her  eyes  just 
danced. 

"  In  about  a  fortnight's  time  we  packed 
the  wao^ons  and  started  for  the  new  farm, 
which  lay  in  the  mountains  about  fifteen  miles, 
just  as  the  crow  flies,  to  the  westward  of 
Lydenburg.     We  reached  there  in  four  days, 
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and  I  bcL;"iLn  building  at  once  with  bricks 
from  some  old  walls  which  wc  broke  down. 
There  was  a  sort  of  a  shanty  already  standing, 
but  the  old  man  wanted  a  bran-new  house 
put  up,  and  I  took  on  the  contract  to  do  the 
mason  work,  assisted  by  his  boys.  What 
with  brick-burning  and  laying  the  foundation, 
it  promised  to  be  a  six  months'  job. 

''  I  just  lived  with  the  family  like  in  the 
old  days,  only  friendlier.  Hessie  could  not 
do  enough  for  me,  and  talked  and  w-ent  on 
with  me  just  Hke  she  used  to  as  a  child.  By 
and  by  this  young  woman's  fondness  began 
to  make  me  feel  queer.  I  w'as  very  fond  of 
her,  too,  but  a  bit  afraid  of  her  at  the  same 
time  ;  she  was  so  mortal  good  and  innocent, 
and  the  worst  of  it  was  she  believed  me  to 
be  the  same.  Many's  the  time  I've  been 
sorrowful  for  days  together  through  thinking 
of  my  past  life,  and  wishing  it  had  been 
different.  Supposing  I'd  kept  on  the  straight 
those  five  years,  I  might  perhaps  have  put 
by  enough  money  to  buy  a  little  farm,  and 
then  have  married  Hessie  ;  for  the  old  man 
liked  me  and  would,  I'm  pretty  sure,  have 
helped  us  with  some  stock.  These  thoughts 
used  to  worry  me  more  and  more  ;  it  was 
just  terrible  to  think  of  the  chance  I'd  lost. 
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And  then  the  girl  got  fonder  and  fonder  of 
me,  and  used  to  look  sad  when  I'd  keep  out 
of  her  way,  as  I  often  did  for  two  or  three 
days  at  a  spell. 

"  No,  I  never  once  thought  of  trying,  as 
you  say,  *to  live  down  the  past,'  and  marry 
her.  You  see,  I  couldn't.  There  were  good 
reasons  against  it.  I've  not  told  you  half 
about  the  life  I  led  those  five  years.  Drink 
alone  was  enough.  I  knew  that  sometimes 
when  the  thirst  for  lush  took  me,  nothinof  on 
earth  would  keep  me  from  drinking.  Once 
I  went  to  Lydenburg  where  I  was  not  known, 
and  stayed  a  week  just  because  I  felt  I  must 
go  on  the  bend.  I  was  drunk  on  the  quiet 
for  three  days  in  a  back  room  of  the  hotel, 
and  then  I  stayed  four  days  sober  before 
returning,  so  as  to  let  the  signs  work  off. 
But  there  was  worse  than  the  drink.  .  .  . 

*' After  I'd  been  on  the  farm  about  six 
months,  young  Jacob,  the  old  woman's 
nephew,  turned  up.  He  had  been  away 
down  colony  for  nearly  a  year.  Jacob  had 
grown  into  a  long,  thin,  slouching  galoot  with 
a  yellow  face  and  a  live-long-day  scowl.  His 
squint  made  him  seem  to  be  always  looking 
round  the  corner.  He,  It  turned  out,  had 
asked   Hessie  to  marry  him  just  before   I'd 
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come  back,  and  slie'd  not  said  no,  nor  yet 
yes,  to  him  ;  but  just  that  she  wanted  to  wait 
a  bit,  and  that  she'd  see  when  he  returned 
from  the  colony.  I  soon  saw  that  Jacob  was 
hot  spoons  on  Hcssie,  and  dreadful  jealous 
of  me.  For  a  while  I  enjoyed  making  him 
mad,  but  when  I  saw  how  bad  he  looked  I 
got  sorry  for  him,  and  tried  to  avoid  the  girl. 
Then  she  began  to  look  miserable,  and,  I 
can't  tell  you,  what  with  one  thing  and 
another,    I   didn't  just  know  where   I   was. 

''  One  day,  just  about  a  month  before  I 
expected  the  job  to  be  finished,  I  was  stand- 
ing by  myself  working  at  pointing  the  founda- 
tion, when  who  should  come  round  the  corner 
but  Hessie.  She  sat  down  on  a  stone  close 
by.  'Vellum,'  says  she,  'Jacob  has  again 
been  asking  me  to  marry  him,  and  I've  told 
him  I  won't.'  *  But,'  says  I,  'why  don't  you 
marry  him,  Hessie  "^  he's  got  a  good  farm, 
and  I'm  sure  he's  fond  enough  of  you.' 

"  When  I'd  begun  speaking  I'd  my  face 
towards  my  work,  and  just  when  I  stopped 
I  turned  to  look  at  Hessie.  She  was  lean- 
ing forward  with  her  mouth  half-open  and 
her  cheeks  pale.  For  a  while  she  didn't 
speak.  Then  she  gave  a  gulp  and  said, 
breathing  hard  :   '  Oh,  Vellum,  is  it  you  who 
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says  that  to  me  ? '  I  felt  that  sorry,  I  could 
have  cut  my  throat.  I  knew  now  that  I 
loved  the  girl  as  I'd  never  loved  any  one 
else,  and  here  she  was  offering  herself  to  me 
and  I  couldn't  take  the  gift.  I  cursed  my 
own  folly  again  only  hotter,  and  what  with 
one  thought  and  another,  I  clean  forgot  for 
a  few  moments  where  I  was,  and  that  Hessle 
was  there. 

''When  I  looked  round  again  Hessle  was 
still  staring  at  me,  and  then  the  thought  came 
to  tell  her  a  He  which  would  hurt  a  bit  at 
first,  but  do  her  good  In  the  end.  So  I  just 
said  In  a  sort  of  jokey  way  :  '  Why,  Hessle, 
if  I  weren't  a  married  man  I'd  think  you  were 
in  love  with  me.' 

''At  that  she  gave  a  start  and  another 
gulp  and  said :  '  Are  you  truly  a  married 
man,  Vellum  .'^ '  Well,  thinks  I,  It's  no  use 
turning  back  now,  so  I  said:  'Yes,  Hessle; 
didn't  you  know  I've  been  married  four 
years,  and  that  my  wife  has  gone  to  stay 
with  her  people  at  Potchefstrom  ? '  At  this 
she  just  stood  up,  and  walked  away. 

"  Well,  thinks  I  to  myself,  the  sooner  I'm 
out  of  this  the  better  ;  but  of  course  I  couldn't 
leave  before  my  job  was  finished.  I  saw 
very   lltde  of   Hessle  now  except   at   table. 
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She  went  about  very  pale,  and  never  once 
looked  nie  in  the  eye,  for  which  I  was  very 
thankful.  Not  many  days  after  our  talk,  the 
old  man  told  me  she'd  promised  to  marry 
Jacob,  who,  all  the  same,  seemed  to  scowl 
worse  than  ever,  and  looked  as  mean  as  a 
rotten  banana. 

"  As  bad  luck  would  have  it,  no  sooner 
was  my  contract  finished  than  the  war  with 
the  English  broke  out.  Then  Lydenburg 
was  in  a  state  of  siege,  so  I  couldn't  get 
away.  After  a  while  a  lot  of  Boers  trecked 
on  to  the  farm,  and  formed  a  '  laager '  there. 
Then  a  commandant  came  from  near  Pretoria, 
and  took  charge.  This  happened  to  be  a 
man  who'd  often  enough  seen  me  blind  drunk 
in  the  streets  between  my  spells  of  work. 
I'd  done  a  job  for  him,  too,  and  he'd  hum- 
bugged me  out  of  two  pound  ten.  I  felt  sure 
he'd  told  my  old  man  all  about  me,  but  beyond 
looking  a  bit  strange  for  a  day  or  two,  it  made 
no  difference  in  him  or  in  the  old  woman 
— they  were  just  as  kind  as  ever.  But  all 
the  other  Boers  looked  very  sour  at  me,  and 
would  never  answer  when  I'd  speak  to  them. 

"  Jacob  had  a  cousin  who  was  a  parson — 
and  the  dead  spit  of  him — right  down  to  the 
squint  and   the  scowl.     He  was  what   they 
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called  a  '  dopper,'  ^  which  means  In  parsons 
one  who  snigs  very  slowly,  and  speaks  through 
his  nose.  This  chap  came  one  Sunday  and 
preached  to  the  Boers.  His  sermon  was  all 
about  some  folks  called  the  Amalekites,  and 
a  chap  called  Agag,  and  that  the  Lord's 
chosen  people  must  hew  to  pieces  all  folks 
who  weren't  chosen.  He  also  told  them  they 
were  to  be  careful  of  spies,  and  he  talked  a 
lot  about  wolves  in  sheep's  clothing.  I  was 
a  long  way  off,  but  he  ramped  and  shouted 
so  loud,  I  could  hear  it  all. 

''  Next  day  the  old  man  told  me  on  the 
quiet  that  I  w^as  suspected  of  being  a  spy, 
and  that  my  life  was  in  danger.  I  told  him 
this  was  ridiculous,  because  I'd  been  on  the 
farm  for  months  before  the  war  began,  and 
had  no  friends  outside  the  '  laager.'  He  said 
he  knew  this,  but  that  all  the  others  were 
against  me,   and   I    must  be  careful. 

"  A  couple  of  days  after  this  the  old  man 
told  me  I'd  have  to  clear  out  w^ithout  further 
delay,  because  all  the  other  Boers  hated  me 
like  poison,  and  they  meant  to  try  me  by 
court-martial  for  being  a  spy,  and  perhaps 
shoot  me.  He  said  that  Jacob  would  take 
me  away  on  horseback  that  night,  and  then 

^  "  Dopper  "  a  South  iVfrican  Calvinist, 
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I  could  lie  by  during  the  following  day,  and 
make  my  way  to  the  English  lines  at  Ly den- 
burg  when  it  got  dark  again.  Just  after 
midnight  we  were  to  creep  away  to  a  bush 
where  our  horses  would  be  tied,  and  ride  on 
from  there.  The  old  man  gave  me  twenty- 
five  pounds,  which  was  all  the  money  he  had 
by  him,  and  said  he  would  send  me  the 
balance  when  the  war  was  over,  and  I'd  given 
him  my  address. 

''  That  night  I  went  Into  my  room,  and 
pretended  to  go  to  bed  as  usual.  I  just  put 
my  few  little  things  together,  and  then  I  blew 
out  the  candle  and  sat  waiting  in  the  dark, 
feeling  very  lonesome  and  uneasy. 

''  By  and  by  I  heard  a  light  tap  at  the  door, 
so  I  opened  it,  and  there  I  found  Hessie 
with  a  Hottentot  servant-girl  named  Griet, 
who  used  to  wash  my  clothes.  They  came 
in  on  tip-toe,  shut  the  door,  and  then  Hessie 
drew  me  to  one  side  and  whispered  very 
softly :  '  Vellum,'  says  she,  '  you  must  do 
what  I  tell  you  now,  quickly,  and  ask  no 
questions.'  'All  right,  Hessie,'  says  I,  'what 
am  I  to  do  ? '  '  You  must  go  into  that  corner 
of  the  room  and  take  off  all  your  clothes, 
and  I  will  do  the  same  In  the  opposite  one. 
Then    GrIet   will   bring   yours    to    me    and 
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mine  to  you,  which  you  must  put  on.  Do 
this  at  once,  and  then  I  will  tell  you  the 
rest.' 

"  I  could  tell  from  the  girl's  way  of  speak- 
ing that  she  was  very  much  in  earnest,  so 
without  saying  anything  I  just  went  into  the 
corner  and  took  off  my  clothes.  In  a  few 
moments  Griet  carried  them  away,  and 
brought  me  Hessie's,  which  I  put  on.  They 
fitted  me  quite  well. 

''Just  then  Hessie  stepped  out  of  her 
corner  and  came  to  me  in  the  dark.  '  Now, 
Vellum,'  says  she,  'just  go  with  Griet,  and 
when  she  tells  you,  steal  out  of  the  "  laager  " 
and  follow  her.  Then  walk  as  quickly  as 
you  can  along  the  Lydenburg  road  until  day- 
break, when  you  must  hide  in  the  bush  until 
night  comes  again.  From  there  you  can 
easily  reach  the  Lydenburg  "laager"  before 
next  morning.' 

"  She  then  took  my  two  hands  and  pressed 
them  very  hard.  '  Vellum,'  says  she,  *  we 
will  never  meet  again  ;  think  kindly  of  me, 
for  I  love  you  very  dearly.'  She  then  let 
go  my  hands,  and  put  her  arms  around  my 
neck.  'Good-bye,  Vellum,'  says  she,  'give 
that  to  your  wife  when  you  see  her,'  and 
then  she  gave  me  a  long,  loving  kiss.     Then 
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she  and  Grict  left  the  room  together,  before 
I'd  been  able  to  say  a  word. 

"  Now  that  I  knew  I'd  never  see  Hessie 
again,  I  felt  more  knocked  of  a  heap  than 
I'd  ever  felt  in  my  life,  and  hot  with  shame 
at  the  lie  I'd  let  her  go  away  believing.  I 
sat  in  the  room  and  waited  for  about  an  hour, 
feeling  quite  queer  in  Hessie's  clothes,  and 
liking  to  feel  that  what  now  touched  me  had 
touched  her  that  was  so  good,  and  wondering 
whether,  if  I  escaped,  I'd  have  the  grit  In 
me  to  try  and  be  a  better  man  for  her  sake. 
I  had  a  big  '  cappie  '  on,  which  quite  covered 
my  face.  I  kept  wondering  why  the  plan 
for  getting  me  away  had  been  changed  ;  but 
I  guessed  Hessie  had  some  good  reason  for 
what  she'd  done. 

"  Then  Griet  came  In  and  told  me  to 
follow  her  quickly.  We  went  out  by  the 
front  door.  She  was  barefoot,  and  I  just  in 
my  socks,  and  carrying  my  boots.  We  crept 
round  the  house  In  the  shadow  of  the  wall, 
and  stole  down  the  garden,  which  was  long 
and  narrow,  with  quince  hedges  on  each  side. 
We  crossed  a  stream  of  water  at  the  other 
end,  and  then  walked  quickly  up  the  hill 
opposite,  until  we  came  to  the  road,  along 
which  we  went  as  hard  as  we  could.     Then 
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I  wanted  to  put  on  my  boots,  so  we  turned  a 
bit  out  of  the  road,  and  sat  dow^n  under  a 
bush. 

''  Griet  then  said  she'd  go  back,  so  I  gave 
her  half-a-sovereign  for  herself,  and  my  kind 
love  and  thanks  to  take  to  Hessie.  Griet 
told  me  I  was  to  listen  for  a  horse's  footsteps, 
and  w^hen  I  heard  this,  to  take  cover  until 
the  horseman  had  passed.  Griet  then  said 
'  Good-bye,  Boss,'  and  we  shook  hands,  and 
she  w^ent  back. 

''  I  walked  along  the  road  as  quick  as  I 
could,  and  after  going  for  about  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  I  heard  a  shot  far  ahead.  This  gave 
me  a  bit  of  a  start,  but  I  knew  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  keep  my  ears  and  eyes 
open,  and  go  straight  on,  so  straight  on  I 
went. 

''Soon  after  this,  I  heard  the  sound  of 
horses'  feet  coming  on  in  front,  so  I  just 
went  a  few  yards  out  of  the  road,  and  lay 
down  among  some  rocks.  In  a  few  minutes 
a  man  rode  past  leading  a  horse  by  the  bridle. 
This  was  Jacob,  and  he  was  laughing  to  him- 
self quite  loud.  After  passing  me  by  a  few 
yards,  he  stopped  and  dismounted.  Then 
he  let  go  the  horse  he  had  been  leading,  and 
gave  it  a  heavy  kick  in  the  stomach.     The 
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horse  just  trotted  away  a  few  yards  and  began 
to  feed.  Jacob  mounted  again  and  rode  on, 
still  laughing.  I  tried  to  think  what  all  this 
meant,  but  it  got  over  me  altogether.  The 
last  thing  I  heard  of  him  was  his  laugh. 
What  made  it  so  queer  w^as  that  I'd  never 
heard  him  laugh  before. 

"  After  Jacob  had  got  well  past  I  went 
over  to  the  horse,  which  was  still  feeding, 
and  found  it  w-as  my  old  moke,  ready  saddled- 
up.  Here,  thinks  I,  is  a  bit  of  luck;  so  I 
got  on  him  and  rode  away,  taking  it  easy,  for 
I  knew^  I  could  not  reach  Lydenburg  that 
night,  and  I  meant  just  to  overhaul  a  gully 
full  of  scrub  that  I  knew  of  about  ten  miles 
ahead,  and  where  I  could  lie  by  next  day. 

''As  I  was  going  slowly  along,  my  old 
horse  began  to  cock  his  ears  and  snort,  and 
then  he  gave  a  shy  that  nearly  threw  me  out 
of  the  saddle.  I  looked,  and  saw  something 
lying  just  at  the  side  of  the  road.  It  was 
not  a  very  dark  night ;  there  was  no  moon, 
but  the  stars  could  be  seen  every  now  and 
then  through  the  flying  scud.  Seeing  that 
the  thing  lay  quite  still,  I  got  off  to  look  more 
closely  at  it.  I  found  it  was  a  dead  body.  .  .  . 
I  at  once  thought  of  the  shot  and  of  Jacob's 
laugh.      I    noticed   a    big    slouch    hat   lying 
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alongside,  which  somehow  reminded  me  of 
my  own. 

■  '*  I  laid  my  hand  on  the  body,  and  found 
that  it  was  quite  warm.  I  felt  farther  and 
found  .  .  .   My  God !  .  .  .    It  was  Hessie !  .  .  . 

^  *  r.i  ^^  ¥^ 

'*  She  was  quite  dead,  shot  from  behind 
through  the  back  and  chest.  ...  I  was 
standing  in  a  puddle  of  her  blood.  ...  I 
saw  it  all  now.  That  damnable  scoundrel 
Jacob  had  brought  her  out  here  and  shot 
her,  thinking  it  was  me.  She  had  found  out 
his  meaning  in  offering  to  take  me  away,  and 
come  and  died  in  my  place.  .  .   . 

¥i  ri  i'^  -;lJ  i'^ 

**  So  now  you  can  see,  sir,  why  it  is  of  no 
use  your  talking  to  me  of  *  turning  over  a 
new  leaf,'  and  'leading  a  different  life.'  I'm 
sick  and  tired  of  everything,  and  I'll  be  a 
drunken  tramp  until  I  die  in  a  ditch. 

y^  r^  ¥^  7^  i'^ 

''When  the  war  was  over  I  went  back  to 
look  for  Jacob  and  kill  him  at  sight.  But 
the  devil  had  got  the  best  of  me.  Jacob's 
neck  had  been  broken  by  the  capsizing  of  a 
wagon.  ...  I  often  hear  that  laugh  of  his. 
,  .  .  Some  day  I'll  hear  it  in  hell." 


THE   SEED   OF  THE   CHURCH 


^^  The  blood  of  the  martyrs  is  the  seed  of  the  Church." 

Tertullian, 


A/TATSHAKA  sat  on  a  stone  on  the 
■^^^  highest  south-eastern  spur  of  the 
Intslza  Mountain,  just  overlooking  the  Rode 
Wesleyan  Mission  Station,  one  Sunday  morn- 
ing in  the  month  of  November  1880,  and 
Hstened  to  the  faint  throbbing  of  the  church 
bell.  Beyond  the  mission,  the  broken 
hills  of  Pondoland,  divided  by  the  winding 
Umzimvubu — "the  river  of  the  sea-cows" 
' — stretched  away  towards  the  ocean  until 
they  merged  with  the  sky  in  an  opaline  haze. 
Around  the  Intsiza  and  on  the  surrounding 
mountain  ranges  the  air  was  clear ;  and  the 
distant  features  of  the  landscape  looked 
unnaturally  near— an  almost  certain  sign  of 
imminent  rain. 

It  was  the  season  of  thunder-storms.    The 
sun  beat  fiercely   into  the  glowing  valleys, 
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but  on  tlie  mountain-tops  the  air  was  cool. 
Already  the  heavy  cumulus  clouds  were  curd- 
ling over  the  distant  Drakensberg,  and  raising 
their  white  and  shining  masses  over  the 
near  Xomlenzl  range.  In  the  course  of  a 
few  hours  they  would  unite  and  sweep  over 
valley  and  mountain,  with  shoutings  of 
thunder  and  wind,  and  volleys  of  lightning, 
hall,  and  rain. 

Along  the  almost  Invisible  footpaths  the 
people  could  be  seen  approaching  the  church 
from  many  directions.  They  suggested  ants 
slowly  creeping  to  a  nest.  Matshaka  looked 
at  them  and  thought  deeply.  The  light 
breeze  that  almost  Invariably  streams  for 
hours  against  an  approaching  thunder-storm 
carried  to  his  ear  the  clear  notes  of  the  bell. 
The  beats  grouped  themselves  In  sets  of 
three  :  what  was  the  bell  trying  to  say  ?  It 
seemed  as  If  a  word  were  being  repeated 
over  and  over  again  In  the  ringing.  At 
length  he  found  it — "Intslza,  Intslza,  Intslza;" 
that  was  the  word.  ''Intslza"  In  the  Kafir 
language  means  ''  refuge."  The  mountain 
was  so  called  on  account  of  Its  broken  and 
involuted  valleys  which,  In  the  oft-recurring 
inter-tribal  wars  between  the  Pondos,  the 
Bacas,  and  the  Xeslbes,  afforded  a  refuge  to 
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the  vanquished.  And  now  the  church  bell 
tolled  out  the  word  so  clearly  that  Matshaka 
wondered  how  the  thing  could  ever  have 
puzzled  hnii — "  Intslza,  Intslza,  Intslza." 

Matshaka  was  a  Pondo.  A  heathen  and 
a  polygamlst,  he  had  lived  his  fifty  years 
without  a  single  aspiration  towards  anything 
better  than  the  surrounding  savage  conditions 
afforded  him.  A  man  of  strong  character, 
he  had  amassed  considerable  wealth,  and 
attained  to  an  influential  position  in  his  clan. 
From  where  he  sat  listening  to  the  bell  he 
could  see  a  large  herd  of  his  cattle  grazing 
in  the  valley  below  his  kraal,  which  was 
situated  about  four  miles  from  the  Rode 
Mission. 

Pondoland,  like  every  state  under  savage 
rule,  was  the  scene  of  cruelty,  oppression, 
and  misgovernment  in  most  forms.  Exposed 
to  the  unchecked  rapacity  of  the  chiefs,  the 
unhappy  people  were  always  in  danger  of 
death,  or  confiscation  of  their  property  upon 
some  puerile  pretext.  The  one  quality  which 
was  of  advantage  to  Its  possessor  was  cun- 
ning. Frugality  and  industry  resulted  in  the 
amassing  of  wealth,  and  wealth  excited  the 
envy  and  cupidity  of  the  rulers,  who,  through 
the  agency  of  the  witch-doctor,  were  never 


94       THE   SEED   OF    THE    CHURCH 

at  a  loss  for  a  pretext  for  "  eating  up  "  the 
owner.  Courage  availed  little,  for  what 
could  one  do  against  numbers  ?  Honesty 
would  have  been  ridiculously  out  of  place  ; 
conspicuous  ability  minus  cunning  would  have 
excited  sure  and  fatal  jealousy.  Cunning 
combined  with  force  of  character  generally 
enabled  a  man  to  die  a  natural  death — even 
though  rich ;  provided,  of  course,  that  he 
had  been  judiciously  liberal  In  the  right 
quarters,  and  had  consistently  supported  the 
strong  against  the  weak. 

]\Iatshaka  had  used  strength  and  cunning, 
had  used  them  unscrupulously,  and  prospered 
accordingly.  Throughout  his  long  life  he 
had  stood  on  the  side  of  the  oppressor,  and 
shared  the  spoil  of  the  oppressed.  The 
words  ''right"  and  ''wrong"  had,  practically 
speaking,  no  meaning  for  him.  But  quite 
recently,  something  like  the  first  faint  glim- 
merings of  a  moral  sense  awoke  In  his  soul. 
The  glaring  and  palpable  frauds  of  the  witch- 
doctor had  never  deceived  him,  his  Intellect 
was  too  acute  and  his  temperament  too 
reasonable.  Lately,  a  vague  and  undefined 
sense  of  general  dissatisfaction  with  his  sur- 
roundings had  gradually  grown,  and  after 
this  developed  the  conviction  that  everything 
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he  knew,  himself  Included,  was  utterly  and 
hopelessly  bad.  Thereafter  the  "  beer-drink" 
knew  him  no  more,  he  held  aloof  from  the 
''eating  up,"  which  had  been  his  favourite 
and  profitable  diversion,  and  he  begun  to 
shun  his  fellow-men.  Soon  he  became  an 
object  of  suspicion. 

Matshaka  sat  on  the  mountain-top  and 
looked  at  the  church  far  below  him.  It  was 
built  on  a  spur  which  ran  out  abruptly  from 
the  lower  zone  of  the  Intsiza.  The  bell 
had  ceased  ringing,  but  the  beats  still  kept 
sounding  in  his  head.  Intsiza — Refuge. 
Yes,  the  mission  was  at  least  a  refuge  for 
those  fortunate  enough  to  escape  from  the 
dreadful  ''smelling  out,"  a  sanctuary  which 
had  always  been  respected.  He  had,  on  the 
previous  Sunday,  attended  church  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  and  what  he  heard  there 
increased  his  dissatisfaction  and  unrest  ten- 
fold. He  could  not  have  told  what  It  was 
that  Impelled  him  to  go.  He  had,  of  course, 
often  heard  accounts  of  what  was  taught  in 
churches,  but  the  idea  of  an  omnipotent  God 
coming  into  the  world  in  the  semblance  of 
a  poor  and  insignificant  member  of  a  despised 
class,  had  always  appeared  to  him  as  ridi- 
culous.    The  son  of  God  going  out  mightily 
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to  Well*  with  a  bloocl-rcd  banner  streaming 
over  him  would  have  seemed  appropriate  to 
his  conception  of  deity,  but  meekness  and 
submission  as  attributes  of  Godhead  were 
too  preposterous. 

Yet  some  of  the  things  he  had  heard  on 
the  previous  Sunday  stuck  in  his  memory. 
**  Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  who  labour  and  are 
heavily  laden,"  Impressed  him  particularly. 
He  himself  was  one  of  the  heavily  laden  ; 
who  and  where  was  the  God  that  gave  relief 
to  such  ?  Matshaka  sat  thinking  over  this 
until  long  after  the  service  was  over,  and  he 
was  still  thinking  of  It  when  the  faint  beats 
of  the  bell,  w^hich  was  now  sounding  for 
afternoon  service,  fell  upon  his  tense  ear. 
As  if  in  answer  to  his  unspoken  questions 
the  wind  swept  up  the  one  clear  word : 
**  Intsiza,  Intslza,  Intsiza." 

The  sun  suddenly  darkened,  and,  glancing 
to  the  westward,  Matshaka  saw  the  great 
bulging  thunder-clouds  sweeping  up  in  a 
serried  mass.  He  arose  and  quickly  de- 
scended the  mountain.  He  reached  his 
dwelling  just  as  the  storm  broke. 
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II 

The  germ  of  unrest  planted  in  the  con- 
genial soil  of  Matshaka's  mind  grew  and 
branched  until  it  filled  and  dominated  the 
man's  whole  being.  The  result  was  a  con- 
dition of  hyper-^sthesia.  He  seemed  to  be 
more  alive  than  formerly  ;  things  previously 
unnoticed  forced  themselves  on  his  attention 
and  became  significant  with  mysterious  mean- 
ings. Everything  in  his  environment  hurt 
him.  His  wives  were  mere  animals  that  he 
had  purchased  for  his  pleasure  and  use,  his 
sons  and  daughters  were  mere  savages  with- 
out his  force  of  Intellect.  He  had  hitherto 
held  aloof  from  all  who  were  Christians,  and 
had  strenuously  opposed  the  missionaries. 
Now,  however,  he  felt  a  pressing  need  for 
intellectual  and  spiritual  communion,  but 
there  was  not  a  living  soul  in  the  whole 
circle  of  his  acquaintance  with  whom  he  felt 
he  could  speak  of  what  was  torturing  him. 
His  thoughts  seemed  to  focus  themselves 
upon  the  missionary  at  the  Rode,  but  he 
could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  speak.  What 
he  really  needed  was  some  one  to  explain  to 
him  his  own  mental  and  spiritual  condition, 
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a  talker  rather  than  a  Hstener.  Hlslonghigs 
were  quite  undefined,  and  their  object  utterly 
unintelligible  even  to  himself;  had  one  asked 
him  as  to  the  nature  of  his  trouble  he  could 
hardly  have  even  guessed  at  its  nature. 

During  the  week  of  suffering  following 
the  Sunday  spent  upon  the  Intsiza,  one  idea 
continually  haunted  Matshaka,  the  idea  of 
becoming  a  Christian.  When  first  this  pre- 
sented itself  the  notion  was  summarily  dis- 
missed, but  it  kept  persistently  recurring. 
Public  opinion  is  probably  a  more  potent 
coercive  among  savages  than  among  civilized 
men,  and  for  an  intellectual  savage  with 
Matshaka's  antecedents  to  turn  his  back  on 
the  traditions  of  a  life-time,  and  cleave 
publicly  to  what  his  fellows  held  in  con- 
temptuous scorn,  involved  consequences  that 
might  well  appal  the  bravest. 

Next  Sunday,  however,  found  Matshaka 
at  the  Rode  Church.  When  he  arrived  there 
were  not  more  than  a  dozen  persons  in  the 
building.  It  was  a  rainy  day,  and  the  con- 
gregation was  consequently  small.  He  took 
his  seat  right  at  the  back,  in  one  of  the 
corners,  and  from  there  watched  the  dripping 
worshippers  as  they  arrived  one  by  one. 
An   old  man    named    Langabuya   especially 


THE  SEED   OF   THE   CHURCH       99 

attracted  his  attention.  This  man  had  been 
"smelt  out"  for  witchcraft  some  seven  or 
eight  years  previously,  and  Matshaka  had 
assisted  at  his  **  eating  up."  He  had  man- 
aged to  gain  the  sanctuary  of  the  mission, 
and  thus  to  save  his  life.  He  had  been  a 
rich  man,  almost  as  rich  as  Matshaka,  but 
all  his  possessions  had  been  taken.  Now 
he  lived  at  the  mission,  his  sole  substance, 
as  Matshaka  knew,  being  a  few  goats.  Yet 
he  looked  contented  with  his  lot,  and  at  peace 
with  all  men. 

The  service  began  with  a  hymn  sung  by 
the  congregation.  The  natives  are  natural 
musicians,  and  they  easily  acquire  the  faculty 
of  part-singing.  The  harmony  seemed  to 
intensify  the  discord  and  unrest  of  Matshaka's 
troubled  spirit ;  all  the  events  of  his  turbulent 
life  seemed  to  crowd  In  on  his  mind  as  the 
past  is  said  to  overwhelm  the  consciousness 
of  a  drowning  man. 

The  hymn  over,  a  prayer  was  said  by  the 
minister,  but  it  made  no  impression  on  Mat- 
shaka ;  the  ideas  were  pitched  in  a  key  to 
which  his  mind  could  not  yet  vibrate.  After 
the  prayer  another  hymn  was  sung,  and  then 
the  minister  opened  the  Bible  and  said  he 
was  going  to  read  the  Word  of  God.     This 
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statement  set  Matshaka's  mind  on  the  alert ; 
now  he  would  hear  the  very  words  spoken 
by  the  majestic  and  all-powerful  God  to  the 
men  He  had  made.  It  was  with  an  almost 
sick  feeling  of  disappointment  the  forlorn 
man  soon  learnt  that  the  words  being  spoken 
were  not  those  of  the  God  towards  whom 
his  spirit  was  passionately  stretching  forth 
its  hands,  but  of  one  of  His  many  prophets, 
who  were,  after  all,  only  men. 

The  chapter  happened  to  be  the  second 
in  the  Epistle  of  Paul  to  the  Colossians. 
IMatshaka  listened  to  the  sentences  read  by 
the  minister  in  a  sonorous  voice  and  with 
excellent  execution,  and  presently  felt  an  un- 
familiar stir  within  him.  When  the  minister 
reached  the  thirteenth  verse:  ''And  you, 
being  dead  in  your  sins,  and  the  uncir- 
cumcision  of  your  flesh,  hath  He  quickened 
together  with  Him,  having  forgiven  you  all 
trespasses,"  something  seemed  to  transfix 
the  heart  and  then  the  brain  of  the  desolate 
man  sitting  in  the  corner  of  the  church,  with 
bent  head,  and  face  hidden  in  his  hands. 

Then  happened  to  Matshaka  what  hap- 
pened to  Saul  of  Tarsus  when  on  the  road 
to  Damascus :  a  great  light  from  Heaven 
shone  round  about  him.     This  was  succeeded 
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by  a  darkness  as  of  death.  Then  the  scales 
fell  from  his  eyes,  and  he  saw  with  a  blinding 
clearness  of  vision.  That  strange  new  birth, 
that  awakening  of  the  soul  which  transfigures 
those  who  genuinely  experience  it,  was  his  ; 
let  those  doubt  It  who  may,  this  experience 
Is  the  great y^^/  In  some  lives.  Its  existence 
is  ignored  by  many,  denied  by  a  few,  and 
explained  satisfactorily  by  none.  The 
Christian  explanation  Is  partly  vitiated  by 
attributing  it  solely  to  Christian  influences  ; 
the  fact  being  that  it  was  well  known  in 
ancient  times  amongst  Pagan  nations.  More- 
over It  Is  In  these  days  realized  by  many 
to  whom  Christianity,  In  some  of  Its  most 
important  aspects,  Is  a  book  sealed  with 
adamant.  The  materialistic  attempt  at  an 
explanation  is  quite  untenable.  Conversion, 
the  conviction  of  sin,  the  awakenlnof  to  a 
higher  life,  that  thunder-trump  which  separ- 
ates the  many  goats  from  the  few  sheep  of 
our  past,  and  summions  the  soul  to  that  seat 
of  agony  from  which  It  can  and  must  discern 
good  from  evil,  without  speclousness  or  self- 
deception,  is  as  real  and  fundamentally  natural 
as  the  earthquake,  and  as  tremendous  In  its 
effects. 

Matshaka   broke   into   a   passion  of  sobs 
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which  he  vainly  strove  to  stifle.  At  the  con- 
ckision    of    the    readinor   the    minister   came 

o 

down  the  aisle,  and  kneeling  next  to  the 
penitent,  besought  the  Lord  to  save  this 
sinner,  whose  spirit  was  broken  and  whose 
pride  lay  in  the  dust.  The  congregation 
prayed  silently  in  unison,  not  one  turned  his 
head  to  look.  They  well  knew  what  was 
happening ;  most  of  the  elder  members  had 
undergone  a  similar  experience. 

A  short  time  elapsed  and  then  Matshaka's 
sobs  ceased.  When  the  ordinary  service  pro- 
ceeded he  became  quite  calm.  After  Its  close, 
the  minister  met  the  penitent,  took  him  by 
the  hand,  and  led  him  apart.  It  was  eventu- 
ally settled  that  he  was  to  attend  regularly 
for  Instruction  each  day  at  the  mission,  before 
being  formally  received  as  a  church  member. 

When  Matshaka  left  the  mission  for  his 
home  the  rain  had  cleared  off;  the  steep, 
green  slopes  of  the  Intslza  shone  In  the  sun- 
light, and  foaming-  cataracts  shot  down  the 
gleaming  crags.  In  his  eyes  was  a  new-born 
light,  and  his  heart  was  the  home  of  a  virginal 
peace  from  whose  gentle  face  the  spirits  of 
wrath  had  fled  away — never  to  return. 
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HI 

Probably  no  more  villainous  and  unmiti- 
gated fraud  than  the  Kafir  "Isanuse"  or 
witch-doctor  cumbers  the  earth.  Pretend- 
ing to  the  faculty  of  divination,  he  trains  his 
powers  of  observation  and  memory  to  an 
extraordinary  extent.  Every  trivial  circum- 
stance coming  within  the  sphere  of  his  cogniz- 
ance Is  hoarded  with  a  view  to  future  use, 
and  by  means  of  spies  he  Is  kept  informed  of 
all  going  on  among  the  people  of  his  clan. 
Rich  and  influential  men  are,  of  course,  the 
objects  of  his  keenest  regard.  Nothing  is 
too  unimportant  to  claim  his  attention.  The 
pattern  of  a  snuff-box,  a  dent  in  an  assegai 
handle  or  blade,  the  number  of  cowrie  shells 
in  a  necklet  or  armlet — all  facts  of  this  de- 
scription are  noted  w^th  the  view  to  possible 
use  against  the  owner,  should  it  be  advisable 
to  convict  him  of  practising  black  magic. 
Such  facts  can  be  used  In  this  w^ay,  for 
Instance  :  If  a  man  be  accused  of  causing  any 
one's  illness  or  death,  it  is  very  useful  to  be 
able  to  say — "  You  took  the  assegai  with  the 
crack  in  the  handle  that  you  mended  with  the 
sinew  of  a  she-goat  last  spring,  dug  a  hole 
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with  It  in  front  of  the  sick  man's  hut,  and 
buried  therein  "  (whatever  the  particular  sup- 
posed magical  substance  may  be).  This 
knowledge  of  detail  fills  the  spectators  with 
awe  at  the  witch-doctor's  powers  of  divination. 
All  the  friends  of  the  accused  know  that  he 
possesses  an  assegai  mended  In  the  manner 
described,  and  they  at  once  feel  that  he  Is 
guilty. 

Superimposed  upon  all  this  fraud  Is  a 
growth  of  self-deception  ;  no  doubt  many 
of  these  wretches  believe  themselves  to  be 
possessed  of  magical  powers. 

When  a  witch-doctor  is  consulted,  a  present, 
such  as  an  ox,  a  sheep,  or  a  goat — according 
to  the  rank  and  wealth  of  the  person  seeking 
his  advice — Is  always  brought. 

Such  person,  with  his  friends,  sits  down 
In  front  of  the  witch-doctor's  hut.  Having 
already  been  advised  by  a  spy  of  the  pro- 
bability of  such  a  visit  being  made,  the  witch- 
doctor— after  asserting  his  dignity  by  keeping 
his  visitors  waiting  for  a  suitable  period — 
comes  forward,  and  without  any  greeting, 
states  to  the  startled  strangers  the  object  of 
their  visit. 

Those  consultinq;  a  witch-doctor  are  bound 
by  custom  to  "  vuma,"   or  acknowledge  the 
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truth  of  every  statement  he  makes,  whether 
it  be  true  or  false.  Thus,  supposing  a  child 
to  be  ill,  and  the  parents  to  have  come  to 
consult  the  witch-doctor  as  to  who  has  be- 
witched it — for  all  illness  is  assumed  to  be 
caused  by  ''  umtagati,"  or  witchcraft — the 
witch-doctor  might  say:  "You,  Sogolima " 
(or  whoever  it  may  be),  "  have  come  to  find 
out  who  it  is  that  has  bewitched  your  child 
that  Is  ill."  At  once  all  would  clap  their 
hands  loudly,  and  call  out  "  Siyavuma," 
which  means,  "we  acknowledge."  A  false 
statement  is  sometimes  purposely  made.  For 
Instance,  in  the  case  we  are  supposing,  the 
witch-doctor  might  say  next  :  "  It  is  a  girl 
that  Is  sick,"  whereas  as  a  matter  of  fact  It  is 
a  boy.  The  audience  would,  nevertheless, 
cry  out  "  Siyavuma,"  but  involuntarily  ;  the 
exclamation  would  not  be  so  loud,  nor  would 
the  hand-clap  be  so  energetic  as  if  a  true 
statement  had  been  made.  Then  the  witch- 
doctor would  say  :  "No,  you  are  lying ;  It  is 
not  a  girl  that  is  sick,  but  a  boy."  Then 
"Siyavuma"  would  break  forth  with  a  loud 
shout,  and  all  Vv^ould  be  struck  with  terror  at 
the  wonderful  powers  of  the  "  Isanuse." 

Usually  the  witch-doctor  takes  his  cue  from 
the    chief    as   to    the    selection   of    victims. 
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Women  practise  this  horrible  trade  rather 
more  often  than  men. 

Whilst  it  was  yet  early  morning  of  the 
Sunday  following  that  upon  which  Matshaka 
had  attended  church,  and  floated  away  from 
his  past  life  on  a  flood  of  penitent  tears,  small 
bodies  of  men  could  be  seen  trooping  over 
the  hills  from  every  direction  towards  the 
kraal  of  Nomaduma,  priestess  and  witch- 
doctor, renowned  over  the  whole  country-side 
for  skill  in  occult  arts.  Her  dwelling  was 
situated  at  the  foot  of  a  conical  hill  which  rose 
abruptly  for  about  six  hundred  feet,  and 
ended  in  a  bare,  rocky  point,  fringed  close  to 
its  summit  with  large,  loose  boulders.  This 
hill  is  known  as  the  "  Bonxa,"  a  word  which 
means  the  breast  of  a  woman,  in  some  of  the 
northern  Bantu  dialects.  It  is  a  striking 
object  in  the  landscape,  and  has  been  the 
scene  of  many  a  horrible  tragedy.  All 
wizards  detected  anywhere  in  the  neighbour- 
hood were  dragged  thither  for  execution. 

An  hour  after  sunrise  several  hundred  men 
had  assembled,  and  fresh  arrivals  happened 
every  few  moments.  The  men  were  ranged 
in  the  form  of  a  crescent  along  the  hill-side, 
and  facing  the  witch-doctor's  hut.  A  larger 
party  than  usual  approached.     This  consisted 
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of  the  chief  Makanda  with  his  councillors  and 
other  attendants.  They  took  up  a  position 
midway  between  the  central  portion  of  the 
crescent-shaped  crowd  and  the  "  isanuse's " 
dwelling.  Here  they  sat  down  and  waited 
in  silence. 

All  the  men  bore  arms  when  they  came. 
Some  had  guns,  many  had  spears  and  assegais, 
and  a  few  carried  clubs,  *'  amabunguza."  All 
the  weapons,  however,  had  been  placed 
together  in  an  empty  hut  about  forty  yards 
to  the  right  of  that  occupied  by  Nomaduma. 
The  sun  shone  fiercely  from  a  cloudless  sky, 
and  not  a  breath  of  wind  could  be  felt.  The 
men  sat  absolutely  mute  and  motionless. 

About  half-an-hour  after  the  arrival  of  the 
chief,  the  wicker  door  of  the  hut  was  drawn 
suddenly  aside,  and  Nomaduma,  the  "isanuse," 
appeared.  She  was  a  tall,  slender  woman  of 
about  forty-five  years  of  age.  Her  features 
were  emaciated,  and  her  hair  drawn  out  into 
innumerable  long  locks,  which  were  stiffened 
with  grease  and  red  clay.  Her  eyes  were 
bright,  and  her  cruel  lips,  partially  withdrawn, 
showed  her  dazzllngly  white  teeth,  which 
were  beautifully  small  and  even.  Her  only 
garment  was  a  robe  of  tanned  calf-skin,  which 
was  draped  around  her  waist  and  hips.     En- 
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circling  her  body,  under  her  thin  and  pendent 
breasts,  was  a  girdle  made  of  the  dried  skins 
of  snakes,  twisted  together.  From  her  neck 
depended  a  number  of  pieces  of  bone,  frag- 
ments of  dried  and  polished  wood  of  different 
sorts,  and  various  little  skin  bags.  But  the 
most  striking  element  of  her  attire  was  the 
Innumerable  dry,  Inflated  gall-bladders  which 
were  fastened  all  over  her  in  bunches  and 
festoons.  These  were  the  gall-bladders  of 
sheep  and  goats,  some  hundreds  of  which  are 
an  essential  part  of  the  witch-doctor's  para- 
phernalia. 

When  Nomaduma  appeared,  a  low  mur- 
mur, which  lasted  for  a  i^Qw  seconds,  arose, 
and  then  dead  silence  reigned.  She  stood 
erect  and  gazed  fixedly  at  the  sun  ;  then  she 
turned  slowly  towards  the  gibbous  moon 
which  was  sinking  in  the  west.  She  appeared 
to  affect  being  unaware  of  the  presence  of  the 
chief  and  his  crowd  of  followers.  IMovInof 
very  slowly,  she  took  a  few  paces  towards 
where  Makanda  was  sitting,  and  then  she 
paused,  closing  her  eyes  and  throwing  her 
head  back,  as  her  body  and  limbs  stiffened. 
After  a  silence  of  a  few  minutes,  and  without 
changing  her  posture,  she  spoke  : 

"  The    chief   has    come    to  seek    my  help 
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against  the  false  friends  who  seek  to  do  him 
evil." 

From  hundreds  of  eager  throats  the  one 
word  *'  Siyavuma  "  burst  out  in  a  great  shout, 
to  the  accompaniment  of  a  simultaneous  clap 
from  the  same  number  of  pairs  of  hands. 
Dead  silence  immediately  followed,  and  after 
a  short  pause  Nomaduma  continued  : 

''  The  chief  was  about  to  go  forth  to  attack 
his  enemies."  (Here  she  made  a  sweep  with 
her  hand  to  southward,  the  direction  in  which 
the  Cwera  country  lay.) 

''SIYAVUMA." 

''  The  chief  bade  his  *  war-doctor '  (inyanga) 
prepare  the  pot  of  magic  medicines  and  place 
it  on  the  roof  of  his  hut,  so  that  the  spirits  of 
his  fathers  (Imishologu),  that  dwell  in  the 
unseen,  might  make  his  men  brave  and  his 
enemies  faint-hearted." 

'^SIYAVUMA." 

"  In  the  darkness  of  the  night  the  stealthy 
steps  of  the  traitor  approached.  Then  his 
perfidious  hands  bore  away  the  pot,  which  he 
afterwards  gave  with  the  potent  medicines  of 
the  war-doctor  to  a  messenger  sent  to  receive 
it  by  the  enemy." 

^'SIYAVUMA." 

^'  When  the  spirits  of  his  fathers  came  to 
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the  chiefs  hut,  and  found  that  the  medicines 
were  ij;one,  they  departed  In  anger,  thinking 
that  the  chief  and  his  tribe  held  them  In 
contempt." 

''SIYAVUMA." 

**  Those  who  wish  evil  to  the  chief  are  few, 
but  they  are  crafty.  Two  men  only  are 
guilty  in  this  matter,  one  bore  the  pot  of 
medicines  away,  and  the  other  afterwards 
delivered  It  to  the  messenger  of  the  enemy." 

'^SIYAVUMA." 

"  These  traitors  were  incited  to  this  deed 
by  greed,  they  having  been  promised  large 
rewards  by  the  enemy  for  their  treachery." 

'^SIYAVUMA." 

''  The  wicked  ones  have  called  themselves 
the  friends  of  the  chief,  and  they  were  trusted 
by  him  ;  one  of  them  Is  present,  but  the  other 
has  feared  to  come  before  my  face." 

There  was  no  shout  of''  Slyavuma  "  at  this, 
but  a  deep  and  confused  murmur  arose  among 
the  men.  It  seemed  to  swell  and  break  and 
shrink,  and  then  to  wander  backwards  and 
forwards  and  up  and  down  the  curving  lines 
of  the  crescent,  as  If  endowed  with  volition. 
It  was  like  an  evil  spirit  seeking  a  victim  to 
destroy.  Each  man  looked  at  his  neighbour 
with  shrinking  distrust,    and    tried    to   draw 
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away  from  contact  with  a  possible  wizard. 
At  length  the  shuddering  sound  died,  and  a 
tense  and  terrible  silence  reigned. 

Nomaduma  stamped  with  her  foot  on  the 
ground,  and  a  girl  who  looked  to  be  about 
twelve  or  thirteen  years  of  age  ran  out  of  the 
hut  carrying  a  heavy  stabbing  spear  with  a 
broad  and  gleaming  blade.  This  she  handed 
to  the  witch-doctor,  and  then  she  ran  back  to 
the  hut.  Nomaduma  took  the  spear  and 
advanced  slowly  to  where  Makanda  and  his 
councillors  were  sitting.  She  paused  when 
close  before  the  chief,  and  said  : 

'^  At  your  right  hand  sits  your  councillor 
RolobanI  ;  he  and  Matshaka,  who  has  joined 
the  Christians,  are  the  guilty  men." 

RolobanI  started  to  his  feet,  his  eye-balls 
starting  from  his  head,  and  his  face  ashen- 
grey.  He  tried  to  speak,  but  could  only 
gasp  for  breath.  His  companions  fell  away 
in  every  direction  to  avoid  the  contamination 
of  his  touch. 

The  crescent  broke  up  in  disorder,  the 
men  surrounding  the  doomed  wretch  In  a 
furious,  surging  crowd.  Nomaduma  held  up 
the  spear,  its  head  glinting  brightly  in  the 
sunshine,  and  again  dead  silence  fell  on  the 
throng.      She  then  walked  up  to   RolobanI 
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and  seized  the  necklet  of  charms  which  he 
wore,  after  the  manner  of  most  natives. 
This  she  dragged  from  his  neck,  and  hekl 
out  at  arm's  length. 

"In  the  pot  of  medicines  prepared  by  the 
war-doctor  for  the  chief,  was  the  dried  head 
of  a  water-snake  ;  the  war-doctor  is  present ; 
let  him  declare  if  I  speak  the  truth  or  not." 

The  war-doctor  called  out  from  amono^st 
the  crowd  that  this  statement  was  true. 

"  Look.  I  open  this  bag  which  I  have 
taken  from  Rolobani's  neck,  and  in  it  find 
the  thing  I  have  named.  He  stole  it  out 
of  the  pot  which  he  sold  to  the  Cwera  chief." 

Here  she  held  up  the  shrivelled  snake's 
head,  so  that  it  could  be  seen  by  all. 

This  was  accepted  as  proof  positive,  in  the 
face  of  which,  had  any  man  dared  to  lift  his 
voice  in  favour  of  the  doomed  but  guiltless 
victim,  he  would  probably  have  been  killed 
as  an  accomplice.  The  unhappy  Rolobani 
again  tried  to  speak,  but  his  voice  was 
drowned  in  shouts  of  rage.  In  a  few  mo- 
ments his  hands  were  bound  behind  his 
back,  and  he  was  led  away  by  two  men, 
each  holding  a  thong  which  was  noosed 
around  his  neck. 

Rolobani  was  dragged  towards  the  Bonxa 
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hill,  followed  by  the  furious  crowd.  On  the 
least  appearance  of  faltering  he  was  freely 
prodded  behind  with  spears,  and  by  the  time 
he  reached  the  commencement  of  the  steep 
ascent,  he  was  streaming  with  blood.  Then 
a  frenzy  seized  him  and  he  bounded  forward, 
climbing  over  the  rocks  on  his  abrupt  course 
so  fast  that  he  tugged  at  the  thongs  by 
which  he  was  held  prisoner.  He  knew  he 
had  to  die  at  the  top  of  the  hill,  and  his  only 
anxiety  now  was  to  get  it  over  as  quickly 
as  possible.  Consequently,  he  and  the  two 
men  holding  him  got  some  considerable  dis- 
tance ahead,  and  reached  the  bare  summit 
of  the  hill  some  seconds  before  the  nearest 
of  the  crowd  which  straggled  after  them. 
Among  the  boulders  forming  the  fringe 
gleamed  white  bones,  and  a  shapeless  horror, 
emitting  a  dreadful  stench  lay  huddled  in  a 
cleft  at  the  prisoner's  feet.  As  the  men 
arrived  one  by  one,  they  gradually  formed 
a  ring  around  the  doomed  wretch  whose 
last  hour  had  so  nearly  sped  ;  their  black, 
sinister,  relentless  countenances  shining  with 
the  sweat  that  poured  plentifully  from  them. 

Rolobani  was  a  man  whose  bravery  had 
been  proved  in  many  a  tribal  fight.  The 
terrible    accusation   of   witchcraft    combined 
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with  foul  treachery  had  broken  down  his 
courage  for  a  httle  space,  but  now  he  was 
his  own  man  again,  and,  in  the  strength  of 
his  conscious  innocence,  could  look  steadily 
into  the  eyes  of  death.  He  glanced  round 
the  ring  of  angry  faces  contemptuously,  and 
then  stood  stolidly  awaiting  his  certain  doom. 
After  a  short  pause  a  man  stole  out  from 
the  circle  armed  with  a  heavily  knobbed 
club,  and  struck  him  from  behind  a  violent, 
smashing  blow  on  the  head.  He  fell  for- 
ward on  his  face,  and  in  a  few  moments  was 
beaten  into  a  shapeless  mass. 


Matshaka  had  not  been  bidden  to  the 
gathering  at  Nomaduma's  kraal.  He  was, 
however,  aware  of  such  through  overhearing 
a  conversation  between  two  of  his  sons.  His 
conversion  to  Christianity  had  been  a  fruitful 
topic  among  the  Pondos  during  the  previous 
week;  at  every  ''beer-drink"  it  had  been 
discussed.  His  name  became  a  by- word 
among  the  heathen,  a  shaking  of  the  head 
among  the  people. 

As  the  men  passed  his  kraal  on  their  way 
to  the  witch-doctor's  they  shouted  derisive 
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and  Insulting  words  at  him.  His  former 
friends  had  cut  him  dead  In  the  pubHc  ways. 
All  this  was  no  more  than  he  expected  ;  he 
had  helped  to  make  others  suffer  what  he 
now  endured,  and  he  felt  that  he  deserved  It. 
When  he  thought  of  the  future  It  seemed 
to  be  one  mass  of  difficulties,  not  the  least 
of  which  was  presented  by  his  four  wives. 
His  chief  wife,  old  NolentI,  had  been 
neglected  by  him  for  years  past.  He  now 
determined  to  marry  her  according  to  Chris- 
tian rites,  and  to  send  the  other  three  back 
to  their  respective  homes.  He  tried  to  ex- 
plain this  to  NolentI,  but  utterly  failed  to 
make  her  understand  him.  She  was  quite 
satisfied  with  her  position  of  chief  wife,  and 
her  consequent  immunity  from  labour  In  the 
fields.  It  was,  he  felt,  his  appointed  task 
to  endeavour  to  make  her  see  and  appre- 
ciate the  truth  which  Illuminated  his  enfran- 
chised spirit.  His  three  eldest  sons  had 
married  and  were  established  in  kraals  of 
their  own.  They  spent  most  of  their  days  in 
going  from  beer-drink  to  beer-drink,  leaving 
their  wives  to  hoe  in  the  fields.  Several  of 
his  elder  daughters  were  also  married.  His 
younger  sons  lounged  about  the  huts  all  day, 
their  only  occupation  being  the  herding  of 
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cattle,  and  keeping  the  calves  away  from 
the  cows  until  niilklng-time.  His  younger 
daughters  played,  naked  and  unashamed, 
about  the  kraal,  except  when  fetching  fuel 
from  the  forest  on  the  Intslza,  or  scaring  the 
long-tailed  finches  from  the  crops.  He  felt 
he  must  try  and  save  the  souls  of  his  children  ; 
how  to  begin,  that  was  the  question.  He 
was  as  much  an  object  of  suspicion  among 
them  as  among  strangers.  He  read  distrust 
in  every  eye.  Even  at  his  own  kraal,  if  a 
few  were  gathered  together  and  he  ap- 
proached, silence  fell  upon  all,  and  they 
would  nervously  disperse  if  he  joined  them. 

And  now,  on  this  Sunday  morning,  Mat- 
shaka  experienced  his  first  revulsion  of  feel- 
ing against  his  new  belief.  Was  it  true, 
after  all  ?  He  could  hardly  have  told  what 
it  was  that  he  believed  in.  How  large  the 
difficulties  loomed  !  how  bitter  were  the  suf- 
ferings he  was  enduring !  how  the  future 
lowered  and  threatened !  Matshaka  was 
naturally  a  sociable  man,  and  the  ostracism 
to  which  he  was  subjected  caused  him  acute 
pain. 

Musing  miserably  on  all  these  things,  he 
walked  slowly  towards  the  comb  of  the  ridge 
about  two  miles  from  his   kraal  and  in  the 


THE   SEED   OF   THE    CHURCH      117 

direction  of  the  Rode.  From  this  ridge  the 
church  could  be  seen  by  looking  diagonally 
across  a  long,  shallow,  grassy  valley.  This 
was  the  day  on  which  he  was  to  have  been 
formally  received  into  the  church  as  a 
member.  Now  his  courage  failed  him,  and 
he  determined  to  postpone  the  matter,  at  all 
events  for  another  week. 

As  he  reached  the  top  of  the  ridge,  the 
sound  of  the  bell  came  floating  and  quivering 
up  through  the  limpid  air.  Being  much 
nearer  the  church,  the  ringing  sounded  more 
clear  and  distinct  in  his  ear  than  on  the 
morning  he  had  spent  upon  the  mountain. 

Away  to  the  left,  and  distant  about  five 
miles,  the  upper  half  of  the  Bonxa  hill  could 
be  clearly  seen  projecting  over  an  interven- 
ing ridge.  Matshaka  could  see  the  swarm  of 
men  around  the  summit ;  he  knew  by  ex- 
perience what  that  indicated^  and  a  shudder 
went  through  him.  He  sat  watching  until 
he  saw  the  crowd  break  up,  descend  slowly, 
and  disappear  behind  the  ridge. 

The  bell  rang  on,  and  again  Matshaka  saw 
the  little  knots  of  people  moving  in  towards 
the  church,  like  ants  towards  a  nest.  Then, 
suddenly,  the  doubter  recovered  his  faith. 
His  soul  again    became    flooded  with  light. 
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He  bent  his  head  and  wept,  partly  with 
shame  at  his  recent  doubts,  but  mostly  with 
relief  and  joy  at  the  recovering  of  his 
faith. 

He  arose  after  a  while  and  moved  towards 
the  church.  After  walking  a  few  yards  he 
recollected  that  he  was  wearing  nothing  but 
his  blanket.  He  did  not  wish  to  enter  the 
church  unless  properly  clothed,  so  he  sat 
down  again,  his  brain  reeling  with  the  crowd 
of  thoughts  that  hurded  through  it,  and  his 
ears  filled  with  the  music  of  the  mission  bell. 

Glancing  to  the  left,  Matshaka  noticed  a 
party  of  about  thirty  men  coming  along  the 
footpath  which  led  towards  his  kraal  over 
the  saddle  where  he  was  sitting.  These 
men  came  from  the  direction  of  the  Bonxa. 
Wishing  to  avoid  them,  Matshaka  arose  and 
walked  slowly  forward  In  the  direction  of  the 
Rode.  Looking  around  again  after  a  few 
moments,  he  saw  to  his  surprise  that  the 
men  had  left  the  path,  and  were  apparently 
endeavouring  to  Intercept  him.  He  quick- 
ened his  pace,  and  they  began  to  run.  In 
an  instant  he  saw  what  had  happened  :  he 
had  been  ''smelt  out,"  and  this  was  the 
killing  party  sent  to  put  him  to  a  cruel 
death. 
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The  instinctive  love  of  life  surged  up  in 
Matshaka,  and  he  bounded  forward  in  the 
direction  of  the  church  where,  like  Adonijah, 
he  might  catch  hold  on  the  horns  of  the  altar. 
Matshaka  well  knew  that  the  church  was 
held  to  be  an  inviolable  sanctuary  even  by 
the  chiefs  most  rabid  in  their  hatred  of 
supposed  wizards.  He  had  himself  helped 
to  hunt  a  fugitive  along  the  same  course 
under  similar  circumstances,  and  had  angrily 
grumbled  when  the  man  eluded  his  clutches. 

But  Matshaka  was  an  elderly  man,  whilst 
several  of  his  pursuers  were  young  and  in 
the  prime  of  their  strength.  They  did  not 
succeed  in  intercepting  him,  but  as  the  chase 
proceeded  it  could  easily  be  seen  that  the 
hunted  man  was  losing  ground.  He  now 
crossed  a  shallow  valley,  the  bulging  side  of 
which  hid  the  church  from  view.  Running 
up  the  hill  sorely  tried  his  strengh.  Glancing 
back  over  his  shoulder  he  could  see  that  the 
three  foremost  of  his  pursuers  were  rapidly 
gaining  on  him. 

Just  then  the  bell  rang  out  once  more  to 
call  the  people  together  to  a  special  class 
meeting  held  after  the  conclusion  of  the 
ordinary  service.  The  sound  nerved  Mat- 
shaka to  fresh  effort.     He  knew  that  his  time 
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had  come — that  he  would  never  gani  the 
sanctuary  ;  so  he  now  strove  only  to  reach 
the  top  of  the  ridge  from  where  the  church 
could  be  seen.  This  he  just  succeeded  in 
doing,  and  then  he  turned  and  faced  his 
pursuers,  who  were  only  a  few  yards  behind 
him.  Instinctively  he  had  thus  far  carried 
his  knobbed  stick  ;  this  he  now  flung  away 
over  the  heads  of  his  three  enemies,  lest  he 
should  be  tempted  to  use  it. 

In  a  few  seconds  Matshaka  was  surrounded 
by  a  ring  of  implacable  foes. 

He  stood  as  still  as  his  panting  would 
permit,  with  folded  arms,  and  gazed  fixedly 
at  the  church.  He  was  quite  naked,  having 
long  since  flung  away  his  blanket  in  the 
course  of  the  pursuit.  The  bell  had  now 
ceased  ringing,  and  the  minister  with  his 
congregation  stood  bare-headed  at  the  side 
of  the  building,  sadly  expectant  of  the  im- 
pending tragedy.  They  knew  they  dared 
not  interfere. 

The  leader  of  the  pursuers,  a  tall,  ill- 
looking  man  named  'Ndatyana,  took  a  pace 
forward  and  said  : 

''Ha,  Matshaka,  son  and  father  of  wizards, 
so  we  have  caught  you." 

**  Yes,  and  I  am  a  dead  man.     Whatever 
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I  am,  my  children  are  guiltless.  Give  me 
but  a  little  time  to  pray  ;  then  do  with  me 
what  you  will,  but  spare  them." 

Matshaka  knelt  down,  clasped  his  hands, 
closed  his  eyes,  and  turned  his  face  upwards 
to  the  sky.  His  lips  moved  slightly.  The 
men  stood  around  him  without  sound  or 
movement.  After  a  short  pause  he  stood 
up,  folded  his  arms,  looked  straight  into  the 
eyes  of  'Ndatyana,  and  said  : 

''  I  am  ready." 

For  some  seconds  no  one  moved.  Then, 
at  a  nod  from  the  leader,  one  stepped  for- 
ward and  struck  Matshaka  a  violent  blow  on 
the  head  with  a  club.  He  fell  heavily  to  the 
ground,  and  in  a  few  seconds  all  was  over. 

The  little  congregation  went  back  into  the 
church,  and  soon  the  strains  of  a  hymn  arose. 
When  this  had  ceased,  the  minister  offered 
up  a  fervent  prayer  to  the  Lord  that  He 
might  show  mercy  and  forgiveness  to  those 
who  thus  ignorantly  slew  His  servants. 

By  this  time  'Ndatyana  and  his  men  were 
out  of  sight,  so  the  male  members  of  the 
congregation,  headed  by  the  minister,  who 
carried  a  large  white  sheet,  wended  slowly  to 
where  the  body  lay.  Then  with  reverent 
hands  they  lifted  it  from  the  ground  and  bore 
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it  Into  the  church.  They  laid  It,  bleeding, 
in  front  of  the  little  communion  table  at 
which  they  had  so  recently  celebrated  the 
Lord's  Supper. 

And   every  one  there  knew   it   to   be    an 
acceptable  offering. 
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''  It  wastes  me  more 
Than  were't  my  picture  fashioned  out  of  wax, 
Stuck  with  a  magic  needle,  and  then  buried 
In  some  foul  dunghill." — The  Duchess  cf  Malfy. 


T7OR  nearly  two  years  after  Madllenda 
^  came  to  the  kraal  of  SIkulume  as  his 
third  wife,  she  was  fairly  happy,  Mamago- 
batyana,  the  "great  wife,"  was  neither  jealous 
nor  exacting  ;  she  was  fat  and  lazy,  and  took 
her  highest  enjoyment  In  sleeping  In  the  hot 
sunshine  on  the  lee-side  of  the  hut.  Nozlka, 
the  second  wife,  had  apparently  been  selected 
by  her  spouse  for  her  muscle  ;  she  was  ex- 
tremely stupid  and  not  particularly  wxll- 
favoured,  but  powerfully  built,  and  equal  to 
any  amount  of  hard  work  In  the  fields. 

Madllenda  was  of  a  type  somewhat  un- 
common among  native  women.  She  was 
light    In   colour,  with  finely-formed    features 
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and  very  prominent  eyes.  Her  figure  was 
the  perfection  of  symmetry.  According  to 
European  taste  she  was  very  pretty  indeed, 
but  the  ordinary  native  would  have  preferred 
a  woman  somewhat  larger  built,  and  generally 
of  a  coarser  type. 

Near  the  end  of  the  first  year  her  baby, — 
**  Little  Tobe," — was  born,  and  then  for  a 
time  she  was  perfectly  happy.  The  baby 
came  just  at  the  end  of  spring.  During  the 
previous  four  months  she  had  not  been 
expected  to  work,  and  she  had  a  nice  long 
rest  to  look  forward  to  before  the  hoeing  of 
the  maize  and  millet  fields  would  commence. 

SIkulume  was  a  man  whom  every  one 
found  It  easy  to  get  on  with,  and  he  made  in 
every  respect  a  capital  husband.  He  was 
kind  to  his  wives,  and  they  were  very  fond 
of  him.  He  was  rich,  and  the  skin  bags 
and  calabashes  at  his  kraal  were  full  of  milk. 
Winter  and  summer,  food  was  plentiful,  work 
was  easy,  and  the  three  wives  were  not  jealous 
of  each  other.  Truly,  Madilenda's  lines  were 
cast  In  comparatively  pleasant  places. 

Sikulume's  kraal  was  situated  in  a  deep 
valley  through  which  one  of  the  tributaries 
of  the  Kenira  river  runs.  He  was  a  Hlubi 
Kafir.       Living   In   one    of    the    territories 
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administered  by  the  Government  of  the 
Cape  Colony,  he  had  nothing  to  fear  from 
the  rapacity  of  the  chief,  or  the  maHce  of 
the  witch-doctor. 

Little  Tobe  grew  rapidly  both  in  stature 
and  intelligence.  His  father  was  fond  and 
proud  of  him,  and  his  mother  not  only 
thought,  but  knew  him  to  be  the  finest  baby 
in  the  world.  She  fastened  charms  around 
his  neck,  the  seeds  of  the  "  rhiza  "  to  keep 
away  convulsions,  and  a  piece  of  "  mooti "  or 
medicinal  wood  as  a  preventive  against 
illness  generally.  Besides  these,  Madilenda's 
father  gave  her  the  tooth  of  a  leopard,  which 
she  hung  next  to  the  "  mooti  "  for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  her  boy  brave. 

Mamagobatyana,  the  ''  great  wife,"  was 
very  clever  as  a  maker  of  mats.  She  used 
to  send  her  daughters  down  to  the  banks  of 
the  Kenira  river  in  the  autumn,  before  the 
grass-fires  swept  over  the  country,  to  collect 
green  rushes — of  which  they  brought  back 
great  bundles.  Of  these  rushes  she  would 
construct  mats  which,  for  excellence  of 
workmanship,  were  renowned  throughout 
the  district.  As  soon  as  she  had  three  or 
four  mats  completed  she  would  take  them 
up  to  the  trader  at  the  Mandilini,  and  dis- 
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pose  of  them,  obtaining  sugar,  bright-coloured 
handkerchiefs,  brass  ornaments,  and  beads  in 
exchange. 

One  day,  when  Httle  Tobe  was  about  a 
year  old,  ^Llmagobatyana  returned  from  the 
trader's,  laden  with  treasures.  She  had 
carried  up  and  disposed  of  an  unusually 
large  number  of  mats,  and  with  the  proceeds 
had  purchased,  amongst  other  things,  twelve 
yards  of  print  of  a  particularly  striking 
pattern  and  hue.  With  this  she  meant  to 
have  a  dress  made.  She  had  never  yet  worn 
such  a  garment,  but  a  woman  from  a  mission 
station,  who  was  visiting  her  relations  at  a 
neighbouring  kraal,  was  wearing  a  dress 
made  of  similar  material.  This  woman  was 
of  about  Mamagobatyana's  age  and  build, 
and  the  sight  of  her  dress  had  kindled  in 
Mamagobatyana's  soul  a  strong  desire  to 
possess  a  similar  garment.  Thus  when  she 
saw  the  material  at  the  trader's  she  at  once 
purchased  sufficient  for  her  purpose.  The 
other  woman  happened  to  be  In  the  shop  at 
the  same  time,  and  she  agreed  to  cut  out  and 
make  the  dress  for  a  reasonable  remunera- 
tion. Mamagobatyana,  however,  was  so  proud 
of  her  purchase  that  she  could  not  bear  to 
relinquish  the  material  to  the  modiste  before 
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exhibiting  it  to  Madilenda  and  Nozlka,  so 
she  tied  it  up  in  a  bundle,  placed  it  under 
her  arm,  and  bore  it  away  in  triumph  to  her 
kraal. 

The  day  was  cold,  and  most  of  the  people 
were  indoors  warming  their  hands  at  the 
little  fires  lit  in  the  centre  of  the  different 
huts.  Around  these  fires  men,  women,  and 
children  crouched  on  their  hams,  keeping 
their  heads  as  low  as  possible,  so  as  to  be  out 
of  the  upper  stratum  of  thick  smoke,  which 
was  sharply  defined  from  the  lower  zone, 
about  a  yard  thick,  of  quite  clear  air.  When 
you  enter  a  Kafir  hut  in  which  there  is  a  fire, 
you  must  always  keep  your  head  low,  or  else 
you  will  be  stifled.  The  greener  the  wood 
that  happens  to  be  burning  is,  the  denser  the 
smoke  and  the  thicker  the  smoke-zone  will 
be.  Sometimes  in  damp  weather  you  may 
have  to  lie  down  on  the  ground  to  get  a 
breath  of  clear  air,  and  from  within  three 
inches  of  the  tip  of  the  nose  through  which 
you  are  breathing  comfortably,  you  may 
watch  the  sharply-defined  and  undulating 
under-surface  of  an  opaque  cloud  of  acrid, 
stinging  smoke. 

At  the  kraal  of  a  polygamous  Kafir  each 
wife  has   her  own  particular  hut,  which  is, 
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in  a  very  real  sense,  her  castle,  and  the  door 
of  which  she  can  shut  against  all  except 
her  husband  ;  and  even  against  him  some- 
times. When,  however,  the  wives  of  a  family 
live  on  fairly  good  terms  mutually,  they  often 
exchange  visits,  and  enjoy  a  considerable 
amount  of  reciprocal  friendly  Intercourse. 

On  the  occasion  when  Mamagobatyana 
returned  to  her  kraal,  proud  in  the  possession 
of  the  twelve  yards  of  print,  she  found  no 
fire  lit  in  her  own  hut,  her  children  having 
gone  to  the  hut  of  Madllenda,  where  they 
were  sitting  playing  with  little  Tobe.  She 
therefore  decided  to  remain  in  Madllenda's  hut, 
and  there  dry  her  damp  blanket  and  exhibit 
her  purchases,  whilst  a  fire  was  being  lit  by 
her  daughters  In  her  own  dwelling. 

Mamagobatyana  was  stout  and  consequently 
had  some  difficulty  in  stooping  ;  more  espe- 
cially after  unwonted  exercise.  When,  there- 
fore, she  entered  the  hut  through  the  low 
doorway,  she  found  her  head  surrounded  by 
an  atmosphere  of  pungent  smoke  arising  from 
the  combustion  of  damp  sneeze-wood.  This 
made  her  eyes  smart  excessively,  and  caused 
her  to  cough  and  gasp. 

She  sat  down  on  the  ground  close  to  the 
fire,    and  handed  the   parcel  containing  the 
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dress  material  to  Madilenda,  asking  her 
to  open  it.  This  was  soon  done,  and  the 
material,  in  yard-length  folds,  was  laid  out 
for  admiration  on  a  clean  mat  at  the  other 
side  of  the  fire. 

Just  then  Mamagobatyana  got  another 
bad  fit  of  coughing.  Between  her  gasps 
she  begged  for  a  drink  of  water  which 
Madilenda,  after  placing  little  Tobe  on  the 
ground,  went  to  fetch  in  a  cleft  calabash. 

Now,  little  Tobe  was  an  extremely  lively 
child,  and  was  of  an  inquiring  turn  of  mind. 
The  thing  of  all  others  that  had  a  special 
attraction  for  him  was  fire.  Repeated  burn- 
ings and  many  slaps  had  not  abated  this 
attraction.  Whenever  left  to  himself  in  the 
vicinity  of  a  fire  he  would  endeavour  to  seize 
one  of  the  burning  sticks  and  drag  it  away 
to  play  with.  On  two  occasions  he  had 
narrowly  avoided  setting  fire  to  the  hut  by 
this  means.  On  the  present  occasion,  no 
sooner  had  his  mother  left  him  to  himself 
upon  the  ground,  than  he  seized  from  the  fire 
an  attractive  brand,  one  end  of  which  was 
glowing  charcoal,  and  turned  to  investigate 
the  bright-coloured  print  which  was  close  at 
hand. 

Madilenda   returned  with   the  water,  and 
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saw,  to  her  horror,  that  Tobe  had  laid  the 
fire-stick  on  the  print,  six  or  seven  folds  of 
which  had  been  already  burnt  through.  She 
snatched  away  the  fire-brand,  and  quenched 
the  burninnr  material  with  the  water  which  she 
had  brought  for  Mamagobatyana.  The  dress, 
of  course,  was  completely  ruined.  Mamago- 
batyana broke  out  into  fierce  lamentations  and 
tears  of  rage.  She  refused  to  be  comforted. 
In  a  few  moments  she  went  off  to  her  own 
hut,  muttering  threats  and  calling  little  Tobe 
all  the  abusive  names  she  could  think  of. 
Little  Tobe,  much  to  his  astonishment,  re- 
ceived from  his  mother  a  spanking  more 
severe  than  any  he  had  previously  suffered. 

II 

About  two  months  after  the  ruination  of 
Mamagobatyana's  dress  by  little  Tobe, 
measles  of  a  virulent  type  broke  out  among 
the  native  children,  and  nearly  decimated  the 
kraals.  It  was  not  so  much  the  disease  Itself, 
as  its  after  effects,  that  were  so  fatal.  The 
children  usually  got  over  the  measles  easily 
enough,  but  they  were  allowed  directly  after- 
wards to  run  about  naked,  no  matter  how 
cold  the  weather  might  be.     Inflammation  of 
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the  lungs  then  often  supervened,  usually 
with  a  fatal  result. 

Little  Tobe  got  the  disease  in  the  first 
Instance  in  a  very  mild  form,  but  just  at  the 
critical  stage  of  convalescence,  very  cold, 
wet  weather  set  in,  and  he  soon  developed  a 
bad  cough.  Soon  afterwards  he  began  to 
pine,  and  lose  his  appetite.  His  eyes  became 
unnaturally  large  and  bright,  and  he  evi- 
dently suffered  severely  from  pains  in  his 
poor  little  chest.  Sometimes  the  cough  nearly 
left  him,  but  at  the  least  recurrence  of  un- 
favourable weather  another  violent  cold 
would  ensue. 

A  ''gqira"  (native  doctor)  was  sent  for, 
and  a  goat  killed  for  his  entertainment. 
He  made  an  infusion  of  ashes  obtained  from 
burnt  roots  of  different  sorts,  frogs'  feet, 
baboons'  hair,  lizards'  tails,  and  other  Items 
included  in  his  grotesque  pharmacopoeia,  and 
with  this  poor  little  Tobe  was  heavily  dosed. 
He  then  hung  some  infallible  charms  tied  up 
In  a  little  skin  bag  around  the  Invalid's  neck 
by  a  string  made  of  twisted  hairs  from  the  tail 
of    the  '' ubulunga  " -^  cow.     Next  morning, 

^  When  a  native  woman  marries,  her  husband  presents 
her  with  a  heifer,  which  is  thereupon  considered  a  sacred 
animal.     It  may  never  be  slaughtered,  under  any  cir- 
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after  promising  a  speedy  recovery,  he  de- 
parted, taking  a  fat  ox  as  his  fee.  But  poor 
little  Tobe  became  worse  and  worse  ;  his 
legs  and  arms  that  had  been  so  chubby  were 
now  mere  skinny  sticks,  and  his  ribs  were 
sharply  defined  under  the  dry,  feverish  skin 
of  his  thorax.  When  not  coughing  he  wailed 
almost  incessantly,  and  he  hardly  ever  slept. 

Madilenda  grew  very  thin  and  hollow- 
eyed  herself,  and  she  went  her  weary  way 
the  picture  of  utter  misery.  Sikulume  was 
very  much  distressed  at  the  poor  little  boy's 
plight,  and  he  sent  to  a  distance  for  another 
*'  gqira,"  a  most  celebrated  practitioner.  Upon 
arriving  at  the  kraal  this  one  required  a  fat 
black  ox  to  be  killed,  with  the  blood  of  which 
he  sprinkled  every  member  of  Sikulume's 
family,  poor  little  Tobe  coming  in  for  an 
extra  share. 

After  speaking  In  the  most  slighting  terms 
of  the  former  doctor's  treatment,  he  made  a 
powder  of  the  burnt  bones  of  several  kinds 
of  snakes  and  birds.     He  then   made  small 

cumstances,  and  should  it  die  untimely,  such  is  regarded 
as  a  token  of  evil  fortune.  The  hairs  of  the  tail  are 
thought  to  have  peculiarly  protective  properties  for  mem- 
bers of  the  "house,"  in  respect  of  illness.  This  animal 
is  known  as  the  *'ubulunga." 
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incisions  with  a  sharpened  stick  across  the 
chest,  and  around  the  neck,  arms,  and  body 
of  the  patient,  and  into  these  rubbed  the 
powder.  After  this  he  appHed  a  plaster 
of  fresh  cow-dung  to  Httle  Tobe's  chest,  and 
then  wrapped  him  up  in  the  skin  of  the  black 
ox  killed  on  the  previous  evening.  Then  he 
carried  him  out  of  the  hut  and  laid  him  in 
the  middle  of  the  cattle  kraal.  This  occurred 
at  noon,  and  until  sundown  the  *'gqira" 
danced  and  chanted  around  his  patient  in 
the  most  violent  and  grotesque  manner  con- 
ceivable. Just  after  sundown  he  fell  down  in 
a  kind  of  fit,  foaming  at  the  mouth  and  yelling 
horribly,  and  then  appeared  to  go  off  into  a 
swoon.  When  he  awoke  from  this  he 
crawled  over  to  where  the  poor  little  child 
was  looking  out  from  among  his  wraps  with 
wondering  eyes,  inserted  his  hands  between 
the  folds  of  the  skin,  and  drew  forth  a  lizard 
about  four  inches  in  length.  This  he  held 
up  to  view  of  the  admiring  and  applauding 
crowd.  Here  was  the  cause  of  the  malady, 
rid  of  which  the  child  would  at  once  mend. 
Madilenda  wept  tears  of  joy  as  she  released 
little  Tobe  from  his  unsavoury  durance. 

The    *'gqira"   left    next    morning  with    a 
reputation  more  firmly  established  than  ever. 
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He   took   with   hi  in   two  of  Sikulume's  best 
cattle. 

For  about  a  week  after  the  function  de- 
scribed the  weather  was  mild  and  dry,  and 
little  Tobe  really  appeared  to  be  somewhat 
better.  L^nfortunately,  however,  the  Improve- 
ment did  not  last.  A  cold  rain  set  In,  and 
the  cough  became  worse  than  ever.  The 
mother  then  grew  desperate  ;  she  loved  the 
child  so  passionately  that  the  thought  of  the 
possibility  of  losing  him  maddened  her. 
The  idea  that  little  Tobe  had  been  bewitched 
had  gradually  developed  In  her  mind.  Among 
the  uncivilized  natives,  illness,  especially  in 
the  case  of  one  who  Is  young,  Is  almost  always 
attributed  to  witchcraft.  Some  enemy,  by 
means  of  occult  arts,  has  caused  the  disease, 
embodied  In  a  snake,  a  lizard,  or  a  toad,  to 
enter  the  body  of  the  sufferer  during  sleep. 
The  unhappy  mother  strongly  suspected 
Mamagobatyana  of  having  committed  some 
iniquity  of  this  kind  In  revenge  for  the  spoil- 
ing of  her  dress.  She  was  confirmed  In  this 
idea  by  an  old  woman  from  a  neighbouring 
kraal,  who  had  a  spite  against  Mamago- 
batyana, and  who  suggested  to  Madllenda 
what  she  had  long  been  thinking  of.  As  a 
matter   of    fact,    however,    It    had    been    for 
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some  little  time  whispered  throughout  the 
neighbourhood  that  Mamagobatyana  had 
bewitched  little  Tobe. 

Here  and  there  among  the  Hlubi  kraals 
are  to  be  found  the  dwellings  of  Basuto 
waifs  who  have  drifted  over  the  Maluti  and 
Drakensberg  mountains  to  find  a  refuge 
from  deserved  punishment  or  despotic 
oppression.  Among  the  natives  an  alien  Is 
often  believed  to  be  an  adept  In  magic  more 
effective  than  that  practised  by  their  own 
local  tribal  doctors,  and  the  sorcery  of  the 
Basuto,  being  associated  with  the  awful, 
mysterious,  and  cloudy  mountains  of  his 
(in  parts)  almost  impenetrable  land,  Is  held 
to  be  very  potent  indeed. 

Now,  an  old  Basuto,  named  Lotuba,  dwelt 
high  up  in  the  valley  in  which  Sikulume's 
kraal  was  situated.  Lotuba  was  famed  far  and 
near  for  his  skill  as  a  wizard.  It  was  believed 
that  he  could  reveal  the  secrets  of  the  past 
as  easily  as  he  could  foretell  the  future.  His 
methods  were  quite  different  to  those  practised 
by  the  Hlubi  witch-doctors,  and  consisted 
principally  of  divining  through  the  medium  of 
the  "  dolossie  "  bones.  These  are  the  meta- 
tarsal and  metacarpal  bones  of  sheep,  goats, 
antelopes,  and  other  animals,  coloured  vari- 
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ously.  Lotuba  would  sit  on  a  mat,  gather 
up  two  or  tliree  dozen  of  these  bones,  shake 
them  up  together  in  the  corner  of  his  calf- 
skin kaross,  and  then  fling  them  down  on 
the  ground  after  the  manner  of  dice.  From 
the  different  combinations  formed  by  the 
bones  as  they  lay  on  the  ground  he  would 
read  the  answer  to  any  question  put  to  him. 
It  was  usual  for  those  consulting  him  to 
pay  a  goat  as  a  fee  in  advance.  In  this 
manner  he  had  accumulated  considerable 
wealth. 

One  night  Madilenda  asked  Sikulume  to 
let  her  take  a  goat  from  his  flock  and  drive 
it  up  to  the  kraal  of  Lotuba,  whose  advice  as 
to  little  Tobe  she  wished  to  ask  for.  It 
happened,  however,  that  Sikulume  had 
reasons  of  his  own  for  disliking  the  Basuto 
doctor,  whose  kraal,  by  permission  of  the 
chief,  was  built  on  what  Sikulume  considered 
to  be  by  right  his  own  particular  run  of  pas- 
turage, so  he  refused  Madilenda's  request, 
telling  her  rather  roughly  that  he  had  had 
enouo^h  of  doctors.  Madilenda  heard  him 
in  silence.  She  sat  the  whole  night  through, 
rocking  little  Tobe  in  her  lap,  and  trying  to 
soothe  his  cough. 

It    was    now    mid- winter,    and    when    the 
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frosty  dawn  glimmered  faintly  through  the 
latticed  door  of  the  hut,  the  hapless  mother 
arose,  wrapped  the  suffering  child  warmly  in 
a  blanket,  stole  quietly  out,  and  hurried  up 
the  rugged  valley  towards  the  dwelling  of 
Lotuba.  She  had  to  walk  but  a  little  more 
than  a  mile,  but  the  road  was  steep  and 
stony,  and  she  was  weak  from  the  effects 
of  long-suffering  anxiety  and  sleeplessness. 
Besides  she  was  again  enceinte ;  she  expected 
the  baby  to  be  born  in  about  two  months. 
Slowly  and  painfully  she  climbed  her  way 
along  the  zigzag  pathway,  sitting  down  on  a 
stone  to  rest  every  now  and  then.  When 
she  reached  Lotuba's  kraal  the  sun  had  just 
risen.  She  did  not  approach  the  hut  at  once, 
but  sat  down  to  rest  on  the  sunny  side  of 
the  stone  goat-enclosure.  Here  she  found  a 
spot  sheltered  from  the  keen  breeze,  so  she 
laid  little  Tobe  down  gently  upon  the  ground. 
The  child,  protected  from  the  raw  air  by  the 
thick  blanket  which  was  loosely  laid  over  his 
head,  slept  soundly,  being  exhausted  from 
the  sufferings  of  the  night. 

Madilenda  then  proceeded  to  divest  her- 
self of  all  her  ornaments.  She  removed  her 
double  bracelets  and  anklets  of  cowrie  shells, 
and  the  brass  and  copper  bangles  from  her 
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arms  and  legs.  From  her  throat  she  untied 
the  necklet  of  goats'  teeth  strung  on  twisted 
sinew.  Around  her  waist  was  tied  a  small 
bundle  ;  this  she  opened,  and  thus  revealed 
two  brightly-coloured  cotton  handkerchiefs 
and  a  small  paper  packet  containing  five 
silver  sixpences  and  four  three-penny  pieces. 
The  money  had  been  given  to  her  by  her 
husband,  coin  by  coin,  out  of  the  proceeds  of 
the  hides  which  she  had  from  time  to  time 
carried  up  to  the  trader's  and  sold. 

She  spread  out  one  of  the  handkerchiefs 
and  wrapped  the  other  articles  loosely  in 
it ;  then  she  lifted  the  child  and  walked  up 
the  slope  to  the  witch-doctor's  hut,  in  front 
of  which  she  sat  down  and  waited,  trying  at 
the  same  time  to  soothe  the  child,  who  was 
now  awake,  and  who  wailed  pitifully  in  the 
intervals  between  the  racking  fits  of  coughing. 

After  a  short  time  the  door  of  the  hut  was 
opened,  and  Lotuba  the  witch-doctor  ap- 
peared. He  was  an  old  man,  with  wizened 
features  and  small,  bright  eyes.  His  limbs 
were  thin,  and  he  walked  with  a  stoop. 

Lotuba  stood,  wrapped  to  the  throat  in  a 
calf-skin  kaross,  and  looked  intently  at 
Madilenda,  who  returned  his  gaze.  After 
a  few  moments  he  re-entered  the  hut,  and 
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beckoned  to  her  to  follow  him.  He  seated 
himself  on  a  mat  just  Inside  the  door,  and 
Madilenda  knelt  down,  sitting  on  her  heels, 
opposite  him  on  the  floor. 

''Those  who  seek  my  advice,"  he  said, 
"  bring  something  as  payment." 

For  answer  Madilenda  held  out  the  little 
bundle  tied  In  the  handkerchief.  Lotuba 
took  this,  opened  It  deliberately  and  examined 
the  contents.  Then  he  tied  It  up  again 
and  hung  It  to  one  of  the  wattles  of  the 
hut.  Suspended  from  the  central  pole 
was  a  bag  made  of  the  skin  of  a  red  moun- 
tain cat.  This  Lotuba  took  down ;  then 
he  emptied  the  "dolossle"  bones  which  It 
contained  Into  one  of  the  corners  of  the 
kaross.  Taking  a  double  handful  of  the 
bones  he  flung  them  down  with  a  sweeping 
throw  on  the  bare,  clay  floor. 

Bending  over  the  bones  with  the  appear- 
ance of  one  calculating  deeply,  he  kept 
silence  for  some  little  time,  and  then  began 
to  speak  In  a  droning,  monotonous,  sing-song 
voice  : 

"  The  wife  of  SIkulume  comes  In  the  early 
morning  with  her  sick  child.  She  has  held 
it  to  her  breast  for  many  days  and  nights. 
It  eats  not.     It  gets  thinner  day  by  day.      It 
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coughs  from  tlie  rising  of  the  sun  to  the 
falling-  of  the  darkness,  and  again  until  day- 
comes." 

Here  he  gathered  up  the  bones  and  again 
flunof  them  to  the  Qr^ound. 

**  The  deh'ght  of  the  child  before  it  got 
sick,  was  to  play  with  fire.  The  *  imishologu ' 
(ancestral  spirits)  meant  the  child  to  be  one 
who  would  sport  with  danger." 

Here  he  again  gathered  up  the  bones, 
waved  them  to  and  fro,  and  scattered  them 
on  the  ground.  Madilenda  sat  gazing  with 
wide  eyes.  Her  features  were  drawn  and 
set.  She  held  the  child,  which  once  more 
slept,  tighdy  to  her  bosom.  The  witch-doctor 
continued  : 

"  The  *  great  wife  '  of  Sikulume  had  anger 
against  the  child  in  her  heart.  She  dreamt 
a  dream  which  made  her  fearful.  Then  she 
went  to  the  wise  woman  of  the  Vinyane,  who 
told  her  that  this  child  would  overcome  the 
sons  of  her  house  as  the  autumn  fires  over- 
come the  grass." 

Madilenda  sat  like  a  statue  with  eyes 
aflame.  Lotuba  threw  the  bones  again,  and 
continued  : 

"  She  told  her  husband  of  this,  and  he  too 
feared  for  the  sons  of  his  '  great  house.'     In 
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the  night  they  talked  over  the  matter,  and 
they  determined  that  the  child  should  die, 
so  they  buried  the  magic  medicines  that 
draw  the  poison-lizard  to  the  side  of  the 
sleeper,  in  the  floor  of  the  hut  of  the  child's 
mother.  Soon  afterwards  the  child  sickened. 
He  will  die  before  the  coming  of  the  spring 
rains,  for  no  skill  can  save  him." 

Madilenda  waited  for  no  more.  She  arose, 
left  the  hut,  and  walked  down  along  the 
pathway  by  which  she  had  come,  clasping 
little  Tobe  to  her  breaking  heart. 

After  walking  a  few  hundred  yards  she 
turned  abruptly  to  the  right  and  ran  swiftly 
along  another  footpath  which  led  over  a 
saddle  to  the  next  valley,  In  which  her 
brother,  Galonkulu,  dwelt. 


Ill 

Sikulume  soon  ascertained  that  Madilenda 
was  at  the  kraal  of  Galonkulu,  and  on  the 
second  day  of  her  sojourn  there  he  followed 
with  the  Intention  of  persuading  her  to  return 
to  her  home.  She  confronted  him  with 
blazing  eyes  and  heaving  breast,  and  bade 
him  begone  and  never  again  approach  her. 
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Galonkulu  and  all  the  others  at  his  kraal 
were  fully  persuaded  of  the  guilt  of  Mamago- 
batyana,  and  they  strongly  suspected  SIkulume 
of  compHcIty.  He,  conscious  of  his  inno- 
cence, was  thunderstruck  at  the  accusation, 
the  foulest  that  can  be  made  against  a 
native,  and  at  once  withdrew,  filled  with 
indignation. 

IMadilenda  and  Httle  Tobe  were  given  a 
hut  to  live  in,  and  were  provided  with  milk 
and  corn.  The  poor  little  child  only  lived 
for  a  week  after  his  removal.  One  morning, 
after  a  night  of  terrible  coughing,  he  lay  very 
still  in  his  mother's  arms.  Fearing  to  disturb 
him  she  sat  still  until  she  became  quite  stiff. 
By  and  by  he  grew  cold,  and  when  she 
moved  her  hand  to  reach  for  a  blanket  to 
cover  him  with,  his  head  fell  back  loosely. 
He  had  been  dead  for  a  long  time  whilst  she 
thought  he  was  sleeping. 

They  dug  a  grave  close  to  the  kraal ;  a  pit 
was  first  sunk  to  a  depth  of  about  five  feet, 
and  then  in  the  side  a  little  chamber  was 
excavated.  In  this  the  emaciated  little  body, 
which  had  grown  so  long,  was  laid  facing 
the  north.  It  was  wrapped  in  white  calico 
obtained  from  the  trader,  and  beneath  it  was 
a  mat.     The   opening  of  the    side-chamber 
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was  then  walled  up,  and  the  grave  filled  In. 
The  desolate  mother  would  sit  for  hours  on  a 
stone  next  to  the  grave-caIrn,  and  weep  bitter 
tears. 

The  unhappy  woman  brooded  day  and 
night  over  her  sorrow,  and,  as  the  time  for 
her  confinement  approached,  she  was  filled 
with  a  fresh  dread.  She  had  persuaded  her- 
self that  Mamagobatyana  and  her  husband 
had  bewitched  her  unborn  child,  and  that  It 
would  die  like  little  Tobe.  This  delusion 
preyed  upon  her  mind  to  such  an  extent  that 
she  became  almost  Insane.  The  people  of 
the  kraal  feared  and  avoided  her.  They 
still  supplied  her  with  food  and  left  her  In 
possession  of  the  hut,  but  otherwise  neglected 
her  completely.  She  took  to  lonely  wan- 
derings and  often  talked  to  herself  Siku- 
lume,  wroth  at  the  undeserved  aspersion 
cast  upon  him  and  his  "great  wife,"  did  not 
again  come  near  her,  and  thus  she  ate  her 
own.  heart  out  in  grief,  terror,  and  lone- 
liness. 

It  was  now  September,  and  the  spring 
rains  set  in  with  a  cold  deluge.  The  Kenira 
river  roared  in  flood  through  the  rocky 
gorge  below  the  northern  face  of  the  Umgano 
Mountain. 
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One  niornlno-,  the  second  after  the  rain 
had  ceased,  Madilenda  wandered  down  the 
valley  she  dwelt  in,  to  where  it  joins  the 
river,  and  then  lay  down  to  rest  in  a  sunny 
nook  just  below  a  rocky  bluff.  The  deep- 
thrilling  murmur  of  the  brown  flood  as  it 
churned  along  in  its  winding  course  soothed 
her,  the  warm  sunshine  brought  a  sensation 
of  physical  comfort  which  to  her  weary  and 
debilitated  body  had  long  been  unknown, 
and  she  fell  into  a  deep  and  dreamless  sleep. 
When  she  awoke  it  was  late  in  the  afternoon. 
She  tried  to  rise,  but  found  she  was  unable 
to  do  so.  A  succession  of  sharp  pains  racked 
her.      Her  time  had  come. 

One  advantage  which  women  of  the  un- 
civilized races  possess  over  their  European 
sisters  is  this,  that  for  them  the  curse  of 
Eve  is  lightened  to  such  an  extent  as  to  be 
hardly  a  curse  at  all.  That  ordeal  which 
the  artificial  life  of  our  race  through  so 
many  generations  has  made  pathological, 
is,  with  the  majority  of  native  women,  a 
process  so  easy  that  in  normal  instances 
little  suffering  and  hardly  any  danger  is 
entailed.  But  in  Madilenda's  case  mental 
agony  and  bodily  fatigue  during  the  terrible 
months   she    had    just    lived    through    had 
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lowered  her  vitality  to  such  an  extent  that 
she  completely  collapsed.  The  sun  went 
down  on  her  ineffectual  pangs  ;  throughout 
the  long,  cold,  winter's  night  the  stars  swept 
over  her  anguish. 

The  sun  arose  and  thawed  the  thick  hoar- 
frost that  had  crusted  over  the  shrubs  and 
the  grass,  and  still  she  lay  moaning  between 
frequent  swoons.  A  troop  of  wild  baboons 
came  searching  along  the  mountain-side, 
turning  over  the  stones  in  their  pursuit  of 
lizards  and  scorpions  ;  the  leader  looked  at 
Madilenda  where  she  lay,  and  darted  aside 
with  a  startled  cough.  A  jackal  slinking 
home  to  his  burrow  after  a  night  of  depreda- 
tion, crept  close  up  to  her,  looked  long  and 
carefully,  and  then  hid  amongst  the  stones 
near  by,  awaiting  further  developments.  A 
wandering  vulture  made  a  loop  in  its  course 
and  then  swept  upwards  in  a  widening 
circle.  Soon  afterwards,  other  vultures, 
that  had  read  the  signal  aright,  came  flock- 
ing up  from  all  directions  in  increasing 
numbers. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  exhausted  nature 
made  a  final  effort,  and  the  child  was  born. 
The  mother  fainted  immediately  and  then 
lay  long  unconscious.    When  she  again  came 
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to  herself  she  turned  with  painful  difficulty 
and  drew  the  child  to  her.  It  was  cold  and 
dead. 

So  the  curse  had  fallen  here  as  well,  as 
she  had  expected.  A  wild  indignation  surged 
up  in  Madilenda  and  conquered  the  weakness 
of  death  that  was  stealing  over  her.  The 
sky  seemed  to  have  turned  black,  and  the 
swirling  river  blood-red. 

A  shadow  slid  over  her.  She  looked  up 
and  saw  the  sweeping  vultures  which  were 
now  rapidly  drawing  in  their  spirals  over 
where  she  lay.  She  knew  what  that  meant. 
One  of  them  swooped  so  close  that  she 
felt  the  wind  of  its  wings,  and  heard  the 
horrible  skur-r-r-r  of  the  pinions.  The  bird 
alighted  on  a  stone  a  few  yards  off,  and 
began  to  preen  the  vermin  from  its  filthy 
feathers. 

Drawing  the  dead  child  under  her  arm, 
Madilenda  crept  backwards  on  her  hands 
and  knees  in  the  direction  of  the  river.  From 
the  ledge  on  which  she  had  been  lying,  a 
steep  slope  of  about  twenty  yards,  which 
ended  in  an  abrupt  drop  of  a  few  feet  where 
the  water  had  undermined  the  bank,  led  to 
the  swirling  torrent.  Down  this  slope  she 
slowly    and     painfully    crept.       When    she 
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reached  It,  the  undermined  bank  gave  way 
under  her,  and  she  dropped  Hke  a  stone  into 
the  water.  One  dull  splash,  scarcely  to  be 
heard  over  the  growling  of  the  flood,  and 
Madilenda  slept  In  the  soft  and  merciful  arms 
of  Death. 


THE   IMISHOLOGU 

There  is  no  bird  in  any  last  year's  nest.' 


^1 /WHOEVER  has  traversed  the  valley 
'  '^  of  the  Umzhnvubu  river  below  the 
Tabankulu  Mountain,  In  that  vicinity  where 
the  Tsltsa,  the  Tina,  and  the  Umzlmhlava 
streams  have  carved  their  several  devious 
courses  almost  through  the  vitals  of  the  earth 
to  the  main  water-way,  has  seen  the  roughest 
part  of  Pondoland,  and  seldom  feels  inclined 
to  repeat  the  experience.  However,  ponies 
accustomed  to  such  regions  will  clamber  up 
and  down  precipices  which  would  make  a 
domestic  cat  that  Is  only  habituated  to  the 
house-top  of  civilization  nervous,  and  acci- 
dents on  such  journeys  seldom  occur. 

It  has  been  my  fortune  twice  to  penetrate 
these  rugged  regions,  an  interval  of  a  year 
elapsing  between  the  expeditions.  Hence 
the  following  tale. 

149 
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The  season  was  late  autumn.  I  had  made 
a  very  early  start,  and  my  horses  were 
tired.  I  decided,  therefore,  to  camp  where 
I  was,  between  the  precipice  from  which  I 
had  just  escaped  and  another,  equally  danger- 
ous, frowning  just  before  me,  and  which  it 
seemed  impossible  to  avoid.  The  place  was 
a  small,  flat  ledge  upon  a  rugged  tongue  of 
land  running  from  the  mountain  out  to  a 
sheer  bluff,  under  which  the  river,  still  slightly 
swollen  from  the  late  summer  rains,  mur- 
mured, hundreds  of  feet  below. 

A  native  kraal  consisting  of  three  huts,  a 
stone  cattle  enclosure,  and  a  small  goat-pen 
made  of  bushes,  stood  on  the  ledge.  Two 
of  the  huts  were  occupied  by  human  beings, 
and  the  third,  ordinarily  used  as  a  corn-store, 
was  civilly  placed  at  my  disposal  by  the  head 
of  the  kraal,  an  old  Pondo  named  Zwilibanzi. 
His  son,  one  Madolo,  and  the  latter's  wife  and 
two  children,  were  the  only  other  occupants 
of  the  kraal. 

I  was  particularly  struck  by  the  air  of 
cleanliness  and  neatness  pervading  the  whole 
establishment.  This  was  in  stroma  contrast 
with  the  condition  of  the  other  kraals  I  had 
visited.  The  Pondos  are,  it  may  be  stated, 
much   dirtier  in  their  habits  than  are  other 
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natives.  Their  huts  are  usually  ragged  and 
disorderly  on  the  outside,  and  as  to  the 
interiors — why,  the  less  said  about  them  the 
better. 

The  night  was  cold,  so  after  assisting  my 
after-rider  to  make  the  horses  as  comfortable 
as  circumstances  would  permit,  I  entered  the 
hut  of  Madolo,  who,  with  the  old  man,  was 
sitting  on  the  ground  next  to  a  bright,  almost 
smokeless  fire.  I  then,  for  the  first  time, 
noticed  the  two  children,  one  boy  named 
Dhlaka,  aged  about  ten  years,  and  the  other  a 
little  girl  aged  about  six,  whose  name  turned 
out  to  be  Nodada,  a  Kafir  word  meaning 
*'  wild  duck."  The  mother  was  absent,  but 
was  momentarily  expected  to  return. 

Nodada  was  a  remarkably  pretty  child. 
All  she  wore  in  the  way  of  clothing  was  a 
small  apron  of  strung  beads,  unless  a  necklet 
of  charms  hung  on  hairs  from  the  tail  of  the 
"  ubulunga "  cow  can  be  counted  as  such. 
She  made  friends  with  me  at  once,  although, 
as  her  grandfather  assured  me,  she  had  never 
previously  seen  a  European.  The  boy,  on 
the  other  hand,  would  not  come  to  terms  at 
all,  but  crouched  on  the  ground  near  the 
door,  ready  to  spring  up  and  flee,  as  he  did 
whenever  I  attempted  to  make  advances. 
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After  a  short  interval,  the  mother,  a  good- 
looking  woman  of  about  thirty,  arrived.  Her 
name  was  Nomayeshe.  After  greeting  her 
husband,  her  father-in-law,  and  me  (as  guest) 
with  politeness  and  ease,  she  turned  to  the 
children ;  the  evidently  genuine  affection 
manifested  between  her  and  them  was  truly 
remarkable.  She  sat  down  on  the  floor  of 
the  hut  and  they  flung  themselves  upon  her. 
They  were  immediately  clasped  to  her  breast, 
with  many  an  endearing  epithet.  I  could 
not  help  wishing  at  the  time  that  some  of 
those  who  believe  the  Aryan  race  in  South 
Africa  to  have  a  monopoly  of  the  gentler 
feelings  and  emotions  could  have  been 
present.  It  could  easily  be  seen  that  the 
warmest  feeling  on  the  part  of  the  mother  was 
for  the  little  girl,  who,  up  to  the  time  when 
I  retired  for  the  night,  never  left  her  side. 

Next  morning,  shortly  after  daybreak,  I 
bade  farewell  to  my  kind  hosts,  and  resumed 
climbing  the  anything-but-delectable  moun- 
tains. In  pausing  to  take  breath  just  before 
passing  out  of  sight  of  the  kraal  I  looked 
back,  and  saw  Nomayeshe  at  the  hut  door 
looking  after  me,  and  the  little  girl  holding 

on  to  her  mother's  skin  skirt. 

^  ^  ^  ^  ^i 
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Within  a  few  days  of  a  year  afterwards, 
I  travelled  over  the  same  course,  but  in  an 
opposite  direction.  I  had  attempted  to  reach 
old  Zwilibanzi's,  with  the  view  of  spending 
the  night  there,  but  when  the  sun  went  down, 
leaving  me  still  several  miles  away  from  that 
spot,  I  found  it  necessary  to  seek  shelter  at 
another  kraal,  where  my  entertainment  was 
somewhat  indifferent.  However,  I  reached 
Zwilibanzi's  next  day  at  about  noon.  Even 
from  a  distance  it  was  apparent  that  things 
were  changed  for  the  worse  in  comparison 
with  what  I  had  seen  a  year  previously. 
The  huts  looked  dilapidated,  and  there  was 
an  atmosphere  of  dreariness  over  the  whole 
establishment.  I  found  old  Zwilibanzi  asleep 
on  a  mat  on  the  sunny  side  of  his  hut,  but 
could  see  no  sign  of  another  human  being. 

I  wakened  the  old  man,  but  it  was  some 
time  before  I  could  bring  myself  to  his 
remembrance.  He  was  totally  blind  and 
extremely  deaf,  and  had  aged  considerably 
in  every  respect.  At  length  he  remembered 
me,  and  then  he  seemed  extremely  pleased. 

Where  were  Madolo,  Nomayeshe,  and  the 
children  ?  I  asked.  Alas !  Nomayeshe  and 
the  little  girl  Nodada  were  both  dead,  Madolo 
had   left   the    neighbourhood,    and    the   boy 
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Dhlaka  had  gone  to  stay  with  an  uncle  at 
another  kraal.  Of  the  happy  family  I  had 
so  often  thought  of,  only  this  old  man  re- 
mained. A  nephew,  with  his  two  wives, 
had  come  to  dwell  at  the  kraal,  but  I  gathered 
from  Zwilibanzi  that  they  were  not  kind  to 
him,  that  the  nephew  was  idle,  and  too  much 
in  the  habit  of  going  to  beer-drinks,  and  the 
wives  lazy,  ill-tempered,  and  fonder  of  empty- 
ing than  of  filling  the  milk-sack  and  the 
calabashes. 

There  was  much  that  was  tragic,  and  some 
that  was  sordid,  in  the  old  man's  tale.  What 
follows  is  an  account  of  the  tragedy. 

***** 


II 

It  was  just  at  the  merging  of  autumn  and 
winter  ;  the  last  of  the  maize  crop  was  being 
gathered  in,  and  the  first  touch  of  frost  was 
browning  the  hill-tops.  The  field  cultivated 
by  Zwilibanzi's  family  lay  in  a  ravine  a  few 
hundred  yards  below  the  northern  side  of 
the  ledge  on  which  the  kraal  was  built. 
Thither  Nomayeshe,  with  another  woman 
who  came  to  assist  at  the  harvesting,  went 
every  day  for  the  purpose  of  stripping  what 
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remained  of  the  maize-cobs  from  the  withered 
stalks,  and  carrying  what  they  gathered  in 
baskets  up  to  the  kraal.  At  this  work 
Madolo  was  not  supposed  to  assist,  so  he 
took  his  departure  for  the  ''great  place"  of 
the  paramount  Pondo  chief,  for  the  purpose 
of  attending  an  "umkandhlu,"  or  ''meeting 
for  talk,"  of  which  general  notice  had  been 
given. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  of  the  second  day 
after  Madolo  left,  there  remained  little  more 
than  two  basketfuls  of  grain  to  remove,  so 
Nomayeshe,  with  the  other  woman  and 
Dhlaka,  went  down  with  baskets  to  fetch 
it.  Some  little  gleaning  had  to  be  done,  so 
they  expected  to  be  away,  more  or  less,  for 
the  whole  afternoon. 

The  day  was  cold,  and  old  Zwilibanzi  was 
lying  asleep  in  his  hut,  where  a  fire  had  been 
lighted.  Little  Nodada,  who  was  very  intelli- 
gent for  her  age,  was  left  behind  with  in- 
structions to  attend  to  the  fire  and  see  that 
it  neither  went  out  nor  endangered  the  hut 
by  blazing  too  freely.  This  was  an  occupa- 
tion to  which  she  was  quite  accustomed. 
Thus,  when  Nomayeshe  and  her  two  com- 
panions went  to  the  field,  the  old  man  and 
the  child  were  the  only  ones  left  at  the  kraal. 
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The  cattle  were  within  sight  on  the  hlll-slde, 
and  the  Httle  flock  of  goats  was  close  at  hand. 
Just  before  he  disappeared  over  the  Up  of 
the  ledge,  Dhlaka  called  out  to  Nodada, 
asking  her  to  keep  her  eye  on  the  goats, 
among  which  were  a  few  strange  ones  that 
might  be  liable  to  stray. 

The  sun  was  still  shining  when  Nomayeshe 
returned.  She  found  old  Zwillbanzi  asleep 
next  to  the  fireplace,  which  w^as  quite  cold, 
but  little  Nodada  was  missing.  At  first  she 
felt  no  alarm,  but  rather  anger  at  the  child's 
disobedience  in  thus  absenting  herself,  but 
after  the  sun  sank  behind  the  'Ngwemnyama 
Mountain,  and  the  child  was  still  absent,  she 
began  to  feel  uneasy.  When  the  shades  of 
night  began  to  darken  over  the  valley  she 
became  alarmed,  and  began  searching  all 
around  the  edge  of  the  plateau,  calling  loudly 
the  child's  name.  The  woman,  her  assistant 
in  the  harvesting,  helped  in  the  search.  Up 
and  down  the  stony  gullies,  among  the  narrow 
rock  fissures,  below  the  precipice  with  which 
the  ledge  where  the  kraal  was  built  ended, 
the  frantic  mother  and  her  companion  sought 
with  flaming  brands  throughout  the  greater 
part  of  the  long,  cold  night,  but  no  trace  of 
the  child  could  they  find. 
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The  kraal  nearest  to  that  of  ZwIHbanzi 
was  about  three  miles  away,  and  thither 
Nomayeshe  hurried  some  time  before  day- 
break, upon  her  companion's  suggestion  that 
the  child  might  have  taken  refuge  there.  At 
this  kraal,  however,  nothing  could  be  heard 
of  her.  When  day  broke  all  the  men,  women, 
and  children  turned  out  and  scoured  the 
country.  The  alarm  was  walled  out  to  all 
the  surrounding  kraals,  and  the  inhabitants 
of  these  joined  In  the  search.  When  the 
all  too  short  day  drew  towards  Its  close,  little 
Nodada  was  still  missing.  The  hills  re- 
sounded with  the  shouts  of  the  seekers,  and 
dwellers  In  the  more  distant  valleys,  flocking 
in  to  see  what  was  the  matter,  had  swelled 
the  number  of  the  searchers  to  a  considerable 
crowd.  But  all  In  vain.  The  sun  again 
sank,  and  night  descended  from  an  un- 
tarnished sky  of  throbbing  stars,  and  the 
poor  little  child  was  still  lost  In  the  maze  of 
bare,  frowning  peak  and  yawning  chasm. 

The  unhappy  mother  was  now  nearly 
insane.  Throughout  the  whole  day  she  had 
never  rested  for  a  momient,  and  since  the 
previous  noon  she  had  not  tasted  food. 
When  darkness  fell  and  the  seekers  returned 
to  their  homes,  she  kindled  a  large  fire  on 
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a  stony  ridge  just  above  the  kraal,  and  all 
night  long  she  wandered  about  carrying  fire- 
brands, and  calling  the  name  of  her  lost 
Nodada  into  the  cold  ear  of  the  night  that 
mocked  her  with  wild  echoes. 

Daylight  found  the  searchers  again  at 
work,  but  the  experience  of  the  second  day 
was  only  a  repetition  of  that  of  the  first. 
Late  In  the  afternoon  Nomayeshe  fell  ex- 
hausted to  the  ground,  and  was  carried  sense- 
less to  her  dwelling.  Then  the  searchers 
again  wended  sadly  homewards,  feeling  that 
further  effort  would  be  vain. 


Ill 

The  kraal  of  'Ndondo  was  built  in  a 
particularly  inaccessible  part  of  the  valley 
of  the  Umzimhlava,  and  about  seven  miles 
from  the  dwelling  of  Zwilibanzi.  Here,  on 
the  second  day  after  the  disappearance  of 
little  Nodada,  was  held  a  small  and  select 
gathering.  A  fat  ox  had  been  slaughtered 
for  the  occasion,  and  the  pink  foam  of  beer 
was  visible  over  the  lips  of  several  large 
earthen  pots,  some  of  them  nearly  three 
feet  high. 

'Ndondo  was  related  to  the  heads  of  several 
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important  kraals  In  the  neighbourhood,  to 
which  he  had  only  very  recently  returned. 
He  had,  a  few  years  previously,  been  **  smelt 
out "  upon  an  accusation  of  having,  by  means 
of  black  magic,  caused  the  death  of  one  of 
the  wives  of  his  chief.  Luckily,  however, 
he  had  got  wind  of  the  matter  in  time,  and 
accordingly  had  managed  to  escape — not 
alone  with  his  life,  but  with  the  bulk  of  his 
cattle — to  the  Cwera  country.  His  alleged 
confederate  had  not  been  so  lucky.  This 
unhappy  man  had  been  tortured  to  death, 
his  kraal  had  been  destroyed,  and  all  his 
property  confiscated. 

Subsequently,  however,  'Ndondo,  by  means 
of  judicious  bribery,  had  managed  to  convince 
the  chief  of  his  innocence,  and  had  accord- 
ingly been  permitted  to  return,  as  it  were, 
on  probation  of  good  behaviour.  He  was 
rich  In  cattle,  and  was  now  celebrated  for 
generosity  and  hospitality  to  the  ''Isanuse" 
and  **  inyanga  "  fraternities,  members  of  which 
were  generally  to  be  found  at  his  kraal. 

On  the  present  occasion,  no  less  than  four 
witch-doctors — one  a  most  celebrated  man, 
a  very  Matthew  Hopkins  among  witch-finders 
— were  present,  the  occasion  being  an  attempt 
to  cure  one  of 'Ndondo's  daughters  of  what 
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was  really  epilepsy,  but  which  was  supposed 
to  be  an  attack  of*'  umdhlemiiyana,"  or  "  love 
frenzy,"  believed  to  have  been  induced  by 
a  young  man  of  the  neighbourhood  by  means 
of  the  casting  a  love  spell. 

It  was  about  mid-day.  Long  strips  of 
roasted  meat  were  circulating  among  the 
feasters,  and  the  beer,  which  was  of  a  very 
heavy  brew,  was  being  handed  round  freely 
in  small  pots,  each  with  a  cleft-calabash  spoon 
floating  in  it.  Then  one  of  the  boys  who 
had  been  herding  cattle  on  the  mountain  side 
rushed  in,  breathless,  and  told  a  strange  tale. 
He  had,  so  he  said,  been  seeking  honey  in 
a  steep  gorge,  the  entrance  to  which  was 
visible  from  the  kraal,  when  he  heard  cries, 
as  of  a  child,  issuing  from  beneath  a  large 
flat  stone.  The  gorge  was  not  far  off,  and 
thither  the  feasters  wended,  some  gazing  back 
ruefully  at  the  liquor  and  the  baked  meats. 

They  reached  the  flat  stone  ;  it  was  evident- 
ly part  of  an  old  land-slip,  and  lay  as  a  sort  of 
bridge  across  the  bottom  of  the  gorge.  On 
each  side  the  ground  was  flush  with  the  top. 
Below  it  were  piled  stones  which  had  been 
carried  over  by  aeons  of  floods,  and  above  it 
boulders,  too  heavy  to  admit  of  their  being 
moved  by  water  over  the  obstacle,  had  lodged. 
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Among  these  were  a  few  crevices,  this  being 
probably  due  to  a  general  shifting  of  the 
whole  mass  under  exceptionally  violent 
pressure  of  water  from  above. 

All  the  men  listened  carefully,  but  at  first 
nothing  could  be  heard.  The  boy,  however, 
was  evidently  in  earnest  over  his  tale,  so  they 
all  sat  down  and  waited.  Sure  enough  after 
a  few  moments  they  heard  a  faint  wail  issuing 
from  under  the  stone.  Here  was  a  portent 
which  the  witch-doctors  welcomed  as  some- 
thing coming  specially  within  their  province, 
and  towards  an  explanation  of  which  they 
alone  could  give  a  clue. 

The  most  celebrated  witch-doctor  was  asked 
his  opinion.  He  did  not  give  an  opinion  ; 
he  gave  a  full  and  positive  explanation  of  the 
case.  There  was,  he  said,  undoubtedly  a 
child  under  the  stone,  but  it  had  been  placed 
there  by  the  "  imishologu,"  or  spirits  of  the 
earth,  and  under  no  circumstances  whatever 
should  it  be  interfered  with  so  long  as  it  was 
in  their  august  charge.  The  "  imishologu  " 
might,  of  course,  be  asked  in  some  appro- 
priate and  orthodox  manner  to  deliver  the 
child  back  to  the  light  of  day,  but  any  attempt 
to  violate  their  domain  would  certainly  be 
followed  by  severe  punishment. 

M 
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The  three  other  witch-doctors  at  once 
declared  that  they  had  each  independently 
arrived  at  exactly  the  same  conclusion. 

Upon  being  asked  as  to  what  form  the 
request  to  the  "  Imlshologu "  should  take, 
the  most  celebrated  witch-doctor  claimed  to 
have  had  it  as  a  direct  personal  communi- 
cation from  some  most  potent  spirits  of  this 
class,  that  the  sounds  most  delectable  to  their 
shadowy  ears  were  those  caused  by  the 
trampling  hoofs  and  clashing  horns  of  cattle, 
the  lowing  of  which  was  also  grateful  to  them, 
but  in  a  minorMegree.  He,  the  witch-doctor, 
therefore  recommended  that  the  cattle  be 
collected  and  driven  round  and  over  the  spot, 
so  that  haply  thereby  might  the  earth-spirits 
be  propitiated  to  the  extent  of  permitting  the 
imprisoned  child  to  return  to  the  light  of 
day.  So  the  boys,  of  whom  several  were 
present,  were  sent  to  collect  the  cattle  on 
the  mountain-side,  and  drive  them  down 
the  gorge  for  the  appeasing  of  the  "imlsh- 
ologu." 

All  this  time  the  pitiful  wail  of  a  little  child 
who  was  dying  In  the  cold  and  darkness 
could  be  heard  coming  at  intervals  from 
under  the  stone,  which  had  lain  through 
immemorial  ages,  not  more  deaf  to  pity,  or 
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more  senseless,  than    the   fraud   and    super- 
stition of  man. 

The  cattle  were  not  far  off,  so  within  a 
short  time  the  lowing  herd  was  hurried  down 
the  gorge  by  the  shouting  boys.  The  men 
then  formed  a  ring  about  a  hundred  yards 
in  diameter,  the  flat  stone  being  in  the  centre, 
and  in  this  circle  the  cattle  were  driven  round 
and  round,  the  animals  being  crowded  to- 
gether so  that  their  horns  might  clash,  and 
beaten  with  sticks  to  make  them  low  and 
bellow  loudly.  This  went  on  for  some  time  ; 
until,  in  fact,  the  afternoon  was  well  spent. 
Then  the  cattle  were  driven  away,  and  the 
witch-doctors,  jointly  and  severally,  shouted 
down  the  crevices  leading  under  the  rock, 
conjuring  the  ''  imishologu "  to  permit  the 
imprisoned  child  to  return  to  the  light  of  day. 

But,  perchance,  the  ''imishologu"  slept, 
like  Baal  of  old.  They  gave  no  answer,  nor 
did  the  child  come  forth.  When  the  sun 
went  down  the  men  returned  to  'Ndondo's 
kraal,  and  resumed  their  feasting. 

Next  morninof  one  of  the  minor  witch- 
doctors  stated  that  he  had,  on  a  former 
occasion,  been  told  by  some  "  imishologu," 
in  a  vision,  that  the  light  pattering  of  the 
hoofs,  the  varying  bleat,  and  the  rank  smell 
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of  goats  were  things  that  pleased  them.  After 
consultation  it  was  decided  to  try  tlie  experi- 
ment of  propitiation  by  means  of  goats,  where 
the  cattle  had  failed.  The  most  celebrated 
witch-doctor,  whilst  admitting  the  possibility 
of  some  result  from  the  goat  function,  gave 
it  as  his  opinion  that  as  the  '' imishologu " 
had  remained  obdurate  in  spite  of  the  cattle 
function,  they  w^ould  not  now  relent. 

The  witch-doctors  again  went  up  the  gorge 
to  the  flat  stone,  the  goats  being  driven  after 
them  by  the  people  of  the  kraal.  They  bent 
over  the  cleft  and  listened  carefully.  After 
a  while  a  faint  moaning  could  be  distinctly 
heard.  Then  the  goats  were  hurried  in, 
made  to  crowd  over  the  stone,  and  to  rush 
backward  and  forward.  This  went  on  until 
nearly  noon,  when  the  flock  of  goats  was 
driven  away. 

A  most  solemn  invocation  of  the  **  Imish- 
ologu  "  followed  this,  but  they  were  still  unap- 
peased.  The  child  did  not  come  forth,  nor 
could  any  sounds  now  be  heard  issuing  from 
under  the  stone.  Perhaps  Death  had  at 
length  shown  mercy. 

The  most  celebrated  witch-doctor  now 
apparently  became  epileptic,  and  soon  fell 
into  a  trance.     Upon   awaking,  he   claimed 
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to  have  been  in  spiritual  communication  with 
the  "  imishologu."  The  child  had,  he  de- 
clared, been  taken  by  the  spirits  of  the  earth, 
but  was  being  well  treated,  and  was,  in  fact, 
much  happier  than  it  ever  had  been  before. 
It  was  now  playing  in  the  wonderful  under- 
ground fields  where  the  sun  never  scorched 
nor  wind  chilled,  with  numerous  companions. 
It  would  never  more  suffer  hunger,  thirst, 
nor  any  other  pain.  It  was  so  happy  that 
it  did  not  wish  to  return  to  the  regions  of 
day  and  night.  Much  of  this  may,  after  all, 
have  been  true. 


IV 

After  Nomayeshe  had  been  carried  down 
to  her  hut  on  the  afternoon  of  the  second 
day  of  the  search  for  her  lost  child,  she  lay 
long  unconscious,  and  when  she  awoke,  it 
was  to  raging  delirium,  which  lasted  until  late 
in  the  night,  when  sleep  suddenly  overcame 
her. 

Next  morning,  just  after  sunrise,  she  opened 
her  eyes,  and  lay  for  a  long  time  wondering 
as  to  what  had  happened.  At  length  she 
remembered,  and  with  a  cry  she  started  up 
for  the  purpose  of  going  forth  again  to  search. 
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She  staggered  out  of  the  hut,  only  to  fall 
helplessly  to  the  ground  before  the  doorway. 
Several  women  from  the  nearest  kraals  had 
come  to  tend  her,  and  these  tried  to  persuade 
her  of  the  uselessness  of  further  search. 
Tears  came  to  her  relief,  and  she  became 
calmer.  At  length  she  was  persuaded  to 
drink  a  little  milk,  after  which  she  sank  to 
the  floor  in  a  stone-like  sleep.  When  she 
awoke,  it  was  nearly  noon. 

It  happened  just  about  this  time  that 
Dhlaka,  who  had  been  out  herding  the  flock 
of  goats,  returned  to  the  kraal  with  strange 
news.  In  the  veldt  he  had  foregathered  with 
other  boys,  who  told  him  that  a  child  had 
been  heard  crying  under  a  stone  near  the 
kraal  of  'Ndondo. 

When  this  was  communicated  to  Nomaye- 
she,  she  uttered  one  wild  cry  in  which  hope 
and  agony  were  blended,  and  rushed  forth. 
Her  weakness  had  disappeared,  and  she 
climbed  the  steep,  stony  hills  so  fast  that  the 
two  women  who  started  with  her  were  soon 
labouring  on  with  heavy  pantings,  some 
distance  behind.  The  seven  miles  she  had 
to  travel  led  her  through  many  a  tangled 
thicket,  and  along  many  a  dizzy  ledge  with 
frowning  buttresses  above,  and  sheer  precl- 
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pices  yawning  beneath.  She  pkinged  into 
dark  ravines,  in  the  depths  of  which  the  light 
of  day  was  almost  lost,  and  scaled  narrow, 
knife-back  ridges  so  steep  that  hands  as  well 
as  feet  had  to  be  used  by  the  climber. 

Nomayeshe  reached  the  kraal  of  'Ndondo 
alone,  about  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  and 
probably  two  hours  after  the  return  of  the 
party  from  the  scene  of  their  unsuccessful 
attempt  at  appeasing  the  "imishologu"  by 
means  of  the  goats. 

These  hours  had  been  spent  by  the  men  in 
heavy  drinking  ;  all  had  endeavoured  to  make 
up  the  time  that  had  been  lost,  and  the  beer, 
being  now  fully  fermented,  was  at  its  point 
of  greatest  strength,  just  before  turning 
sour. 

Nomayeshe,  wild-eyed  and  quivering, 
strode  into  the  circle  and  sank  exhausted  to 
the  ground  before  'Ndondo,  who  was  the 
only  one  present  with  whom  she  was  ac- 
quainted. In  disjointed  sentences  she  began 
asking  about  her  child,  for  she  knew  that  the 
one  she  had  heard  of  as  crying  under  the 
stone  must  be  little  Nodada. 

'Ndondo  w^as  in  a  very  maudlin  state,  and 
the  only  two  clear  ideas  he  had  were  :  that 
he  must   on  no   account  whatsoever   affront 
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the  wltcli-doctors,  and  that  the  said  witch- 
doctors  had  stringently  forbidden  any  inter- 
ference with  the  child  beneath  the  stone, 
under  peril  of  the  vengeance  of  the  "  imish- 
ologu  " ;  or  rather,  what  concerned  'Ndondo 
more  nearly,  under  peril  of  offending  the 
witch-doctors  themselves. 

'Ndondo  accordinglydeclared,  with  drunken 
emphasis,  that  he  knew  nothing  of  the  matter, 
and  that  the  account  of  the  child  crying  under 
the  stone  was  an  idle  tale  set  current  by  boys, 
who  should  be  well  beaten  for  speaking 
falsely. 

The  most  celebrated  witch-doctor,  how- 
ever, took  a  different  line.  He  had  reached 
that  stage  in  his  cups  which  brings  to  some 
immense  self-confidence.  He  arose,  albeit 
somewhat  unsteadily,  and  made  a  vigorous 
and  eloquent  speech.  He  recapitulated  all 
he  had  previously  said  about  the  danger  of 
offending  the  *' imishologu"  by  interference 
with  their  concerns.  He  drew  attention  to 
an  occurrence  of  a  few  years  back,  which 
was  still  fresh  in  the  memories  of  all  present, 
when  the  solid  earth  had  shaken  until  a  bluff 
of  the  mountain  slid  down  w^ith  thunderous 
roarings,  and  overwhelmed  a  kraal,  not  one 
of  the    inhabitants   of  which   had    escaped. 
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Continuing,  he  depicted  once  more  the  happy 
condition  of  the  child  In  the  subterranean 
fields.  He  ended  by  pronouncing  the  direst 
anathemas  upon  any  one  becoming  accessory 
to  the  Impious  deed  which  the  woman  con- 
templated. 

Then  Nomayeshe  went  around  the  circle, 
grovelling  at  the  feet  of  each  Individual 
separately,  and  beseeching  that  she  might 
be  shown  the  spot  where  her  Nodada,  her 
little  wild  duck,  the  child  she  had  carried  In 
her  womb  and  suckled  at  her  breast,  lay 
perishing  In  the  cold  and  darkness.  Some 
of  the  men  were  evidently  inclined  to  tell, 
but  the  warning  frowns  of  the  witch-doctors 
deterred  them,  and  they  maintained  the 
cruelty  of  silence. 

Then  Nomayeshe  broke  out  Into  fierce 
rage,  and  cursed  all  present,  and  their  fathers 
and  mothers  before  them  as  dogs  and  apes. 
She  wished  that  they  might  die  under  the 
spears  of  an  enemy,  and  that  the  bodies  of 
their  children  might  shrivel  and  hiss  under 
their  burning  roof-trees.  This  outburst  came 
as  a  great  relief  to  the  men.  Her  Invective 
was  easier  to  endure  than  her  entreaties, 
and  the  drunken  crew  only  laughed  at  her 
fury. 
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While  all  this  was  going  on,  the  two  women 
who  had  followed  Nomayeshe  arrived  at  the 
kraal.  They  had  found  out,  from  some  other 
women  they  had  met,  all  that  Nomayeshe 
wanted  to  know.  These  women  described 
accurately  the  situation  of  the  flat  stone,  so 
when  Nomayeshe  staggered  back  from  the 
beer-drinkers,  and  met  her  two  friends  out- 
side the  circle  of  huts,  she  was  led  at  once 
by  them  to  the  gorge  where  she  knew  that 
her  lost  child  lay  hidden. 

It  was  dusk  when  they  reached  the  stone. 
With  unerring  Instinct  the  mother  made 
straight  for  the  largest  crevice,  through  which 
she  at  once  descended  into  the  darkness. 
The  two  women  waited  in  silence,  standing 
apart  from  each  other.  Soon  a  faint  shriek 
was  heard  Issuing  as  though  from  the  bowels 
of  the  earth.  The  women  looked  at  each 
other  with  awe  In  their  eyes.  .  .  .  Nomaye- 
she emerged  from  the  crevice,  clasping  her 
dead  child  to  her  bosom. 


It  was  past  midnight  when  the  three  women, 
carrying  Nodada's  body,  arrived  at  Zwlli- 
banzi's  kraal.  Their  return  journey  was 
made  by  a  longer  but  safer  route.     Nomaye- 
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she  placed  the  Httle  body  on  a  mat,  and  then 
laid  herself  down  next  to  it.  The  two  women 
lit  a  fire,  and  prepared  some  food.  When 
they  went  to  Nomayeshe  to  try  and  per- 
suade her  to  eat,  they  found  that  she  was 
dead. 


THE   MADNESS   OF   GWEVA 


*'  I  have  not  left  any  calamity  more  hurtful  to  man  than 
v.'oman." — Table-talk  of  Mohammad. 

I 

''  A/ES,  my  father  ;  for  although  your  years 
^  are  many  less  than  mine,  did  you  not 
protect  me,  even  as  a  father,  when  these 
dogs  of  FIngo  policemen  would  have  made 
me  guilty  over  the  chopping  down  of  that 
white  iron-wood  tree  ?  I  will  now  tell  you 
the  tale  of  Gweva,  the  son  of  Mehlo,  which 
we  yesterday  spoke  of  when  resting  in  the 
big  forest  during  the  hunt.  Here,  boy,  bring 
fuel  for  the  fire,  for  the  night  is  cold  and  the 
tale  is  long.  Fetch  also  the  last  pot  of  that 
beer  which  was  brewed  seven  days  ago.  The 
new  beer  has  not  yet  worked,  and  it  tastes 
like  water  from  a  muddy  puddle.  Fetch 
also  the  large  calabash  spoon  ;  then  clear  out, 
and  come  not  near  unless  you  are  called. 

173 
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"  There  is  one  subject,  my  father,  upon 
which  you  and  I  will  never  agree,  namely 
women.  You  tell  me  that  the  women  of 
your  race  are  wiser  than  those  of  mine. 
This  is  no  doubt  true  in  the  same  sense  as 
that  you,  a  European,  are  wiser  than  I,  a 
Kafu' ;  but  experience  teaches  me  that  women 
are  just  women,  whatever  be  their  colour, 
and  that  men  should  be  their  masters. 
Where  it  is  otherwise,  trouble  always  follows. 
I  grant  you  that  some  women  are  wiser  and 
better  than  most  men  ;  your  great  Queen, 
for  instance.  Her  I  used  to  hear  of  w^hen 
I  was  a  boy,  and  I  still  hear  of  her  now  that 
my  head  is  white.  She  must  be  strong  and 
wise.  Then,  who  has  not  heard  of  Gubele 
the  wife  of  Umjoli,  the  cowardly  chief  of 
the  Abasekunene,  who,  when  her  husband 
fled  before  Tshaka,  remained  behind  with 
half  of  the  tribe,  and  slew  so  many  Zulus 
that  men  sang  of  her  that  she  piled  up  the 
gateways  of  her  kraal  with  Zulu  heads  to 
prevent  the  cattle  from  coming  out. 

"  But  such  women,  my  father,  are  really 
men,  and  besides,  one  does  not  meet  them, 
one  only  hears  of  them.  I  speak  of  the 
women  one  sees  and  knows  and  who  become 
the  mothers  of  our  children,  and  I  say  that 
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he  who  is  their  master,  and  holds  them  for 
his  profit  and  pleasure,  for  the  bringing  forth 
of  sons  to  fight  for  the  chief  (I  forgot  for  the 
moment  that  we  are  under  Government)  and 
daughters  for  whom  '  lobola '  (dowry)  cattle 
will  be  sent  to  his  kraal,  is  wise,  whilst  he 
who  sets  his  heart  on  one  woman  only,  and 
desires  her  above  all  else,  suffers  from  a 
madness  that  often  leads  to  ruin. 

''  Hear  then  the  tale  of  Gweva,  the  son 
of  Mehlo,  which  tends  to  prove  the  truth  of 
my  judgment  in  this  matter.  I  will  relate 
it,  so  far  as  I  can,  in  the  words  of  my  grand- 
father Nqokomisa,  who  told  it  to  me  many 
years  ago ;  he  being  at  the  time  a  man 
extremely  old,  also  blind  and  deaf,  and 
bereft  of  the  use  of  every  member  except 
the  tongue. 

''You  have  heard  of  our  'great  chief 
'Ngwanya,  whose  body  lies  in  the  deep  pool 
in  the  Tina  river  just  below  the  drift  where 
the  wagons  cross.  They  tied  him  to  a 
green  iron-wood  log  and  sunk  him  in  the 
water  so  that  no  enemy  could  obtain  his 
bones  wherewith  to  work  magic  against  the 
tribe.  Every  year  are  cast  into  the  pool 
slaughtered  oxen  and  new  bowls  of  beer  as 
offerings.     You   may   have    noticed   that   no 
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woman  of  the  Pondomisi  ever  lifts  her  skin 
skirt,  no  matter  how  high  the  water  is,  in 
crossing  the  Tina. 

"Well,  in  the  days  of  'Ngvvanya,  we 
Pondomisi  occupied  the  whole  of  the  country 
between  the  Dedesi,  at  the  source  of  the 
Umzimvubu,  and  the  Umtata.  We  were 
then  a  large  tribe,  and  we  feared  no  enemy. 
When  we  rose  against  the  English  in  the  last 
war,  we  should  have  regained  our  position 
had  not  our  chief  Umhlonhlo  offended  the 
'  imishologu'  by  killing  his  magistrate  treacher- 
ously. Then  an  evil  spirit  put  it  into  the 
minds  of  some  of  us  to  attack  the  Fingoes 
of  the  Tsitsa,  who  thereupon  became  our 
enemies  instead  of  our  allies,  as  had  been 
arranged.  When  Makaula  and  his  Bacas 
slaughtered  us  in  the  Tina  valley  the  '  imi- 
shologu '  had  turned  their  faces  from  us,  and 
we  knew  it. 

''  'Ngwanya  was  old  when  his  father  died, 
and  was  the  father  of  many  sons  and 
daughters.  The  eldest  daughter  of  his  'great 
house '  was  Nomasaba,  and  it  is  of  the  mad- 
ness caused  by  her,  which  fell  upon  Gweva, 
the  son  of  Mehlo,  that  I  am  about  to  tell. 

"  Mehlo  was  the  younger  brother  of 
'Ngwanya.     He  was  killed   in  a  battle  with 
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the  Tembus,  on  the  Bazaya  Mountain.  He 
was  a  young  man  of  great  courage,  and  his 
death  was  so  much  lamented  that  his  uncle, 
who  had  been  to  him  as  a  father,  found  his 
hair  grow  grey  with  grief.  Mehlo  had  only 
one  wife — he  had  only  been  married  a  few 
months  before  his  death.  The  wife  was, 
according  to  custom,  taken  into  'Ngwanya's 
household,  and  when,  half  a  year  after- 
wards, she  gave  birth  to  a  boy,  it  was  said 
that  his  name  should  be  '  Gwevu,'  which 
means  'grey.'  Soon  afterwards  she  died,  and 
the  boy  was  formally  adopted  into  'Ngwanya's 
*  great  house.'  Once  he  was  gored  by  a  grey 
ox,  and  thereupon  the  witch-doctors  said  that 
his  name  was  an  unlucky  one,  so  they  changed 
it  to  '  Gweva,'  which  means  '  one  who  spies 
about.' 

**  When  Gweva  was  three  years  old,  No- 
masaba  was  born,  and  these  two  grew  up 
together  in  one  hut.  According  to  native 
custom  they  were  brother  and  sister.  I  have 
been  told  that  amongst  Europeans  marriage 
is  allowed  between  people  so  related,  but 
with  us  such  a  thing  would  be  looked  upon 
as  most  horrible  and  unnatural. 

''  Gweva  grew  up  exactly  like  what  his 
father  had  been — tall  and  strong,  brave  as  a 
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lion,  and  with  eyes  and  voice  that  commanded 
the  obedience  of  men,  even  against  their  will. 
When  hardly  more  than  a  lad  he  could  fling 
an  assegai  or  a  knobbed  stick  farther,  and  as 
true,  as  any  man  in  the  tribe.  But  for  the 
madness  that  fell  on  him  he  would  have  been 
chief  in  the  room  of  Pahlo,  who  was  only  of 
the  right-hand  house,  the  only  son  of  the 
'great  house,'  Into  which  Gweva  had  been 
legally  adopted,  having  died  young,  through 
being  bitten  by  a  snake. 

''  Nomasaba  was  said  to  be  the  most 
beautiful  woman  ever  seen.  She  was  not 
black,  but  of  a  rich  brown  colour  ;  she  had 
large,  smooth,  rounded  limbs,  a  neck  like  the 
trunk  of  a  young  tree,  a  bosom  fit  to  give 
milk  to  the  son  of  a  great  chief,  and  pleas- 
ing features,  which,  however,  but  seldom 
smiled.  Her  voice,  although  soft,  was  said 
to  resemble  that  of  a  man.  Nomasaba  was 
sought  by  many  In  marriage,  but  she  treated 
all  offers  with  disdain. 

''  When  Tahll  succeeded  Dayene  as  great 
chief  of  the  Pondos,  'Ngwanya  became  de- 
sirous that  Nomasaba  should  be  his  *  great 
wife,'  so  without  the  girl's  knowledge  he 
sent  messengers,  of  whom  my  grandfather 
was  one,  to  the  'great  place'  in  Pondoland, 
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to  open  negotiations  on  the  subject.  My 
grandfather,  being  fleet  of  foot,  was  sent 
with  the  assegai  and  the  '  umlomo,'  or  *  word 
present '  for  the  intended  bridegroom.  These 
he  dropped  in  the  Pondo  chiefs  presence 
and  then,  according  to  custom,  fled,  pursued 
by  the  young  men  of  the  kraal.  Although 
hard  pressed,  he  succeeded  in  escaping ; 
otherwise,  had  he  been  caught,  he  would 
have  been  driven  homeward  ignominiously 
with  his  hands  bound  behind  him,  and  the 
'  umlomo '  tied  on  his  back. 

"  After  this  the  women  were  sent  to 
*  hlolela '  or  *  spy '  for  the  bride,  and  whilst 
they  were  absent  on  this  errand  Nomasaba 
was  informed  for  the  first  time  of  the 
marriage  which  had  been  arranged  for  her. 
To  the  surprise  and  embarrassment  of  all, 
she  declared  that  she  did  not  want  to  marry, 
and  that  nothing  would  induce  her  to  go  to 
the  Pondo  chief.  However,  we  natives  have 
our  own  ways  of  arranging  such  matters,  so 
no  notice  was  taken  of  her  words. 

''  Gweva  was  absent  on  a  military  expe- 
dition against  a  clan  of  Tembus  which  dwelt 
amongst  the  mountains  just  over  our  inland 
border,  and  which  had  been  raiding  into  our 
territory.     He  had  departed    shortly  before 
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the  first  messengers  were  sent,  and  he  did 
not  return  until  after  the  Milolela'  party  had 
come  back,  having  arranged  all  preliminaries. 
Nomasaba  was  then  told  that  she  should 
start  with  the  bridal  party  on  a  certain  day, 
and  after  declaring  over  and  over  again  with 
considerable  violence  that  she  would  kill  her- 
self, and  that  they  might  take  her  dead  body 
to  the  Pondo  chief,  she  suddenly  changed  her 
tone,  and  cheerfully  signified  her  willingness 
to  accept  Tahll  as  her  husband. 

"In  due  course  the  bridal  party  started. 
The  bride  was  accompanied  by  twenty  girls 
and  fifty  young  men,  Including  my  grand- 
father and  Gweva,  who  went  as  the  repre- 
sentatives of  'Ngwanya.  Amongst  the  girls 
was  one  NonsimbI,  who  was  known  as 
Nomasaba's  shadow,  for  the  reason  that  she 
hardly  ever  left  Nomasaba's  side.  She  was 
a  girl  of  fierce  temper  and  great  strength, 
and  she  loved  Nomasaba  as  a  dog  loves  its 
master. 

"  The  '  great  place '  of  the  Pondo  chief 
was  distant  about  five  days'  walk  from  that 
of  'Ngwanya.  On  the  afternoon  of  the 
fourth  day  Nomasaba,  at  whose  side  Non- 
simbI was  walking,  suddenly  fell  to  the 
ground  with  a  sharp  cry.     When  questioned 
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she  said  she  had  hurt  her  ankle,  and  that 
it  was  Impossible  for  her  to  proceed  any 
farther.  They  were  then  on  the  bank  of 
the  Umzlmvubu  river,  close  to  the  Lukawl 
drift,  and  there  were  no  dwellings  of  men 
close  at  hand.  The  huts  at  which  It  had 
been  arranged  to  sleep  were  still  a  long  way 
ahead,  so  nothing  could  be  done  except  halt 
for  the  night  where  they  were.  Some  of 
the  young  men  went  into  the  forest  close  by 
to  cut  light  poles  and  wattles  which  they 
meant  to  bind  together  in  the  form  of  a 
litter,  whereon  to  carry  Nomasaba  next  day 
unless,  as  appeared  unlikely,  she  should  prove 
to  be  better  In  the  morning. 

''  Nomasaba,  moaning  and  crying  out, 
limped,  with  the  assistance  of  Nonslmbi,  to 
a  spot  a  short  distance  apart  from  where  the 
others  had  halted,  and  there  lay  down. 

'*  Next  morning  at  daylight  when  the 
men  awoke  they  found  that  Gweva,  the  son 
of  Mehlo,  Nomasaba,  and  Nonslmbi  had 
disappeared.  Search  was  made  In  every 
direction,  but  a  heavy  dew  had  fallen,  and 
consequently  no  spoor  could  be  found.  This, 
of  course.  Indicated  that  the  three  must  have 
taken  their  departure  early  In  the  night. 
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II 

*'  I  will  not  say  much  about  what  happened 
to  my  grandfather,  the  men  of  the  escort, 
and  the  companions  of  the  bride.  They  did 
not  proceed  to  the  '  great  place '  of  the 
Pondo  chief,  but  after  searching  much  and 
finding  no  trace  of  the  missing  ones,  started 
for  home,  travelling  so  fast,  that  although  the 
return  journey  was  up-hill,  they  performed  it 
in  less  than  three  days.  They  had  much 
difficulty  in  persuading  'Ngwanya  of  the 
truth  of  their  story,  and  the  lives  of  my 
grandfather  and,  in  fact,  of  all  the  men  of 
the  party,  were  in  the  greatest  danger.  To 
avoid  so  far  as  possible  any  cause  of  quarrel, 
'Ngwanya,  who  was  at  the  time  at  war  with 
the  Tembus,  sent  the  fifty  men  who  had 
formed  the  escort  unarmed  to  Tahli  to 
answer  for  their  carelessness,  and  suffer  such 
punishment  as  the  Pondo  chief  might  think 
fit  to  Inflict.  However,  by  that  time  Tahll's 
wrath  was  no  longer  hot,  so  he  sent  them 
back  unpunished. 

**  What  now  follows  was  told  many  years 
afterwards  when,  'Ngwanya  being  dead  and 
the   Bahlo  chief   In  his  place,  she  ventured 
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to  return  to  the  PondomisI  country  to  die 
among  her  own  people. 

"  It  would  appear  that  the  plan  of  escaping 
was  arranged  before  the  bridal  party  left 
'Ngwanya's  'great  place,'  In  fact  on  the  very 
day  Nomasaba  stated  her  willingness  to 
accept  the  Pondo  chief  as  her  husband. 
The  plan  originated  with  Nomasaba  herself, 
and  she  caused  Nonslmbi  to  communicate 
the  same  to  Gweva.  No  particular  spot  was 
fixed  upon  for  the  escape,  It  being  settled 
that  Gweva  should  give  the  signal  agreed 
upon,  on  reaching  some  locality  where,  from 
the  density  of  Its  forests  and  Its  lack  of 
inhabitants,  escape  would  be  rendered  easy. 

"  Through  Nonsimbl's  good  management 
the  fugitives  were  enabled  to  take  with  them 
enough  food  to  last  several  days.  They  fled 
quite  early  In  the  night,  in  fact  whilst  some 
of  the  men  were  still  talking  around  the 
fires,  and  slipped  at  once  into  the  forest. 
They  then  bore  swiftly  away  towards  the 
coast  by  a  route  which  Gweva  had  dis- 
covered In  the  afternoon  when  cutting  sticks 
for  the  litter  whereon  to  carry  Nomasaba. 

"  The  coast  country  In  this  part  of  Pondo- 
land  is  extremely  broken,  and  even  now  is 
well  wooded,  but  In  those  days  It  was  covered 
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by  dense,  almost  continuous  forest,  which 
was  full  of  elephants,  buffaloes,  and  other 
kinds  of  game.  All  this  had  been  ascer- 
tained by  Gweva  from  the  people  of  the 
kraals  at  which  he  and  his  party  had  rested 
on  their  way  down.  Gweva's  idea  was  to  lie 
in  hiding  in  the  forest  for  some  little  time, 
and  then  work  his  way  down  until  he  could 
manage  to  cross  the  Umtata  river  and  enter 
the  country  of  the  Amabonwane,  who  were 
reported  to  be  hospitable  to  strangers. 

''In  the  forest  track,  however,  were  living 
a  number  of  Pondo  outlaws,  formerly  the 
adherents  of  a  chief  who  had  rebelled  against 
Tahli's  father  Dayene,  and  had  lost  his  life 
in  consequence.  These  people  were  fierce 
and  brave  ;  for  years  they  had  evaded  the 
different  expeditions  sent  against  them. 
They  always  made  welcome  and  incorpor- 
ated among  themselves  any  fugitives  from 
Pondoland  or  elsewhere  who  were  willing 
to  join  them.  They  lived  principally  by 
hunting,  but  had  entered  into  a  secret 
arrangement  with  those  people  living  nearest 
the  forest,  who,  in  return  for  being  left  un- 
molested, grew  a  little  grain  for  the  outlaws 
and  looked  after  the  few  cattle  that  they 
owned. 
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''-  One  day  Gweva  and  his  two  companions 
found  themselves  surrounded  by  a  number 
of  these  people.  Instead,  however,  of  being 
killed,  as  they  expected,  the  fugitives  were 
civilly  treated  ;  eventually  they  were  received 
Into  full  fellowship  by  the  outlaw  community. 

"  Gweva  represented  that  his  house  had 
been  '  eaten  up  '  after  his  father  had  been 
'smelt  out'  by  the  witch-doctor,  and  killed, 
and  that  he,  with  his  wife  and  sister,  for  he 
represented  Nonsimbi  as  standing  in  the 
latter  relationship  towards  himself,  had  fled 
in  consequence  from  over  the  Pondo  border. 

''Gweva  soon  became  a  leader  amongst 
the  outlaws  ;  his  bravery,  his  skill  in  hunting, 
and  his  strength  being  very  great.  Noma- 
saba  and  Nonsimbi  built  huts  in  a  glade 
deep  in  the  thickest  part  of  the  forest,  and 
there  the  three  dwelt  together  for  a  time. 
But  women  were  scarce  among  the  outlaws, 
and  soon  Nonsimbi  found  herself  asked  in 
marriage  after  a  manner  which  made  it 
difficult  for  her  to  refuse,  so  she  left  the 
dwelling  of  Gweva,  and  went  to  live  with 
one  of  the  leaders  of  the  outlaws  as  his 
wife. 

"  Gweva  and  Nomasaba  dwelt  together  in 
the  forest  for  four  years,  during  which  time 
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the  man's  madness  did  not  abate,  and  It  was 
said  that  the  madness  of  the  woman  became 
worse  as  time  passed.  Although  living  very- 
much  to  themselves  and,  in  fact,  avoiding 
other  people  as  much  as  possible,  they 
seemed  to  be  happy  and  contented  with  their 
lot.  Early  In  the  second  year  Nomasaba 
bore  a  son,  and  in  the  year  following  she  was 
delivered  of  a  daughter. 

*'  The  forest  being  full  of  game  there  was 
never  any  lack  of  meat ;  much  honey  was  to 
be  found  In  the  hollow  trees  :  and  the  ground 
held  many  roots  which  were  fit  for  food. 
Besides,  some  few  trees  bore  fruits,  and  on 
the  dead  tree-trunks  large  mushrooms,  good 
to  eat,  grew  plentifully.  After  they  had 
become  accustomed  to  the  life,  Gweva  and 
Nomasaba  ceased  to  feel  any  hardship. 
Besides,  their  love-madness  for  each  other 
was  such  that  they  were  content  only  to  be 
together. 

''  It  was  early  In  the  fourth  year  of  Gweva's 
dwelling  in  the  forest  when  messengers  from 
the  Pondo  chief  arrived  offering  forgiveness 
to  the  outlaws  If  they  would  consent  to  leave 
the  forest  and  return  to  their  homes.  The 
outlaws  assembled  and  heard  the  words  of 
the  messenc^ers,  who  satisfied  them  that  the 
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proposals  were  made  In  good  faith,  and  that 
the  chief  really  meant  to  overlook  the  past. 
Most  of  the  outlaws  were  tired  of  the  life 
they  were  leading,  so  were  glad  to  accept 
the  terms  proposed,  and  return  to  their 
allegiance. 

"  The  word  being  given,  the  whole  outlaw 
community  moved  out  of  the  forest  and 
assembled  between  the  Umlengaan  hill  and 
the  Umgazi  river,  at  a  spot  agreed  upon. 
Here  they  were  met  by  the  chief  Induna 
of  Tahll,  who  had  brought  a  herd  of  cattle 
given  by  the  chief  as  a  token  of  forgiveness. 
The  appearance  of  the  outlaws  was  extremely 
fierce — they  were  gaunt  and  worn  from  the 
effects  of  the  hard  life  and  the  scarcity  of 
food.  The  children  born  In  the  forest  were 
as  wild  as  apes,  and  showed  great  uneasiness 
In  the  open  country.  In  passing  through 
the  Umzlmvubu  forest,  several  of  them  ran 
away  and  hid,  and  were  only  recovered  after 
great  difficulty. 

**  It  was  soon  ascertained  that  Gweva,  who 
was  known  amongst  the  oudaws  by  the  name 
of  Sondaba,  and  his  family  were  missing. 
No  particular  attention  was  paid  to  this  fact 
at  the  time,  but  some  months  afterwards, 
when   the   people   had    settled    In    their  old 
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homes,  It  began  to  be  talked  about.  The 
late  outlaws  were  naturally  much  given  to 
discussion  with  their  old  friends  as  to  all  that 
had  happened  In  Pondoland  during  recent 
years,  and,  as  may  be  Imagined,  the  disap- 
pearance of  the  daughter  of  the  Pondomisi 
chief  when  on  her  wedding  journey  did  not 
fall  to  be  mentioned.  Gradually  the  Idea 
grew  that  the  wife  of  Sondaba  was  the 
missing  bride,  and  the  shocking  suggestion 
that  these  two  who  lived  as  man  and  wife 
were  really  brother  and  sister  (as,  according 
to  our  Ideas,  they  were)  was  whispered  from 
one  to  another.  Nonslmbi,  who  had  also 
changed  her  name,  was  questioned  on  the 
subject,  but  no  information  could  be  elicited 
from  her. 

"  The  rumour  at  length  reached  the  ears 
of  Tahll,  who  sent  word  of  it  to  'Ngwanya, 
asklno-  what  he  wished  to  be  done.  'No:wa- 
nya's  wrath  at  the  flight  of  Nomasaba  had 
from  the  first  been  fiercer  than  Tahli's,  and 
his  heart  was  such  that  he  never  forgave  an 
insult  or  an  Injury.  He  sent  back  word  to 
the  Pondo  chief  that  he  wished  his  shame- 
less daughter  and  her  criminal  lover  to  be 
captured  and  sent  to  him  for  punishment. 
Such    punishment,    the    messengers    added, 
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would  be  of  such  severity  that  men  would 
talk  of  It  for  many  years. 

*'  Tahli  thereupon  dispatched  an  expedition 
to  capture  Gweva  and  Nomasaba.  Some 
of  those  who  had  been  outlaws  acted  as 
guides,  and  accordingly,  a  few  days  after  the 
arrival  of'Ngwanya's  messenger,  the  valley 
wherein  the  huts  of  Gweva  were  built  was 
surrounded  by  armed  men.  But  Gweva, 
who  evidently  had  expected  some  such  event, 
had  removed  from  the  valley  just  after  the 
departure  of  the  outlaws,  and  taken  up  his 
abode  some  distance  away,  nearer  the  sea. 

''  Gweva  had  great  skill  in  the  training  of 
dogs  to  hunt,  and  It  was  through  his  dogs 
that  he  was  betrayed  to  his  doom.  After 
vainly  scouring  the  forest  in  unsuccessful 
search  of  the  fugitives  during  several  days, 
the  induna  In  charge  of  the  expedition 
decided  to  return  home.  He  and  the  guides 
were  of  opinion  that  Gweva  had  fled  across 
the  Umtata  river. 

*'  On  the  first  day  of  the  return  journey 
one  of  a  hunting  party,  that  had  been  led 
afar  in  pursuit  of  a  wounded  koodoo,  heard 
a  dog  barking  in  the  distance.  Following 
the  sound,  the  men  went  up  a  narrow,  wind- 
ing valley  with  steep,  rocky  sides,  until  they 
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came  to  a  cave.  The  door  had  now  ceased 
barking,  having  been,  as  they  afterwards 
found  out,  tied  up  inside  the  cave.  They 
had  found  tracks  leading  to  the  cave,  so  the 
men,  who  were  ten  in  number,  formed  a  Hne 
before  its  mouth,  so  that  none  who  were 
inside  could  escape.  They  then  advanced, 
and  a  man  armed  with  a  large  stabbing  spear 
and  a  shield  made  of  buffalo  hide,  came 
towards  them,  calling  out  a  warning  that 
they  were  to  advance  no  farther.  Behind 
him  was  a  woman  also  armed  with  a  spear. 
She  had  two  children  with  her,  one  she  held 
to  her  breast,  whilst  the  other  clung  to  her 
skin  skirt.  The  man  and  woman  looked  so 
fierce  that  the  ten  stood  still  for  a  space  at 
their  warning. 

'' '  Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you  want  ?  ' 
asked  the  man  of  the  cave. 

** '  Who  we  are  matters  not,'  replied  the 
leader  of  the  ten,  '  but  we  want  you,  Gweva, 
and  this  wife  of  yours  who  is  also  your 
sister.' 

"  '  My  husband,  it  has  come,'  said  the 
woman  in  a  deep  but  quiet  voice  ;  '  I  will  do 
my  work  ;  see  that  you  do  yours  as  well.' 

"With  that  she  plunged  the  spear  into  the 
back  of  the  litde  boy  who  was  clinging  to 
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her  skirt ;  then  she  withdrew  It,  and  drove  it 
through  the  body  of  the  child  which  she  held 
on  her  arm.  This  done,  she  flung  down  the 
spear,  lifted  her  arms  high  over  her  head,  and 
cried  out  in  a  loud  voice  : 

"  '  My  husband,  I  am  ready — remember.' 

"  The  man  turned,  lifted  his  spear,  and 
smote  the  woman  downwards  above  the  left 
breast. 

*'  He  withdrew  the  spear  gently,  and  the 
woman  sank  slowly  to  the  ground,  he  sup- 
porting her  to  save  her  from  falling,  and 
holding  his  hand  under  her  head  as  she  lay, 
until  she  ceased  gasping. 

''  The  man  then  lifted  his  shield  from 
where  he  had  placed  it  leaning  against  a 
rock,  put  his  arm  through  the  loop-thong, 
and  turned  towards  the  ten,  who  stood  struck 
dumb  and  rigid  by  what  they  had  seen. 
Those  who  were  living  when  the  sun  went 
down  that  day  said  that  the  face  of  Gweva 
was  like  a  thunder-cloud,  and  that  red 
flashes  darted  out  of  his  eyes.  He  lifted 
his  spear  and  sprang  upon  the  ten  like  a 
wounded  Hon.  Their  surprise  at  the  deeds 
they  had  just  witnessed  was  such,  that  they 
were  taken  quite  unprepared.  Three  fell 
dead  from  as  many  rapid  strokes,  and  then 
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the  others  closed  in  on  the  desperate  man, 
who  did  not  seem  to  heed  the  many  wounds 
which  were  dealt  him.  A  fourth  fell  with 
his  throat  slit  in  such  a  manner  that  he  soon 
afterwards  died,  and  then  Gweva  drove  his 
spear  so  hard  into  the  head  of  a  fifth,  through 
the  eye,  that  the  weapon  stuck  by  its  edges 
between  the  bones  of  the  aperture.  Being 
thus  disarmed,  Gweva  was  quickly  pierced 
through  the  heart  from  behind,  so  he  sank 
dead  to  the  ground. 

*'  This  was  the  end  of  Gweva,  the  son  of 
Mehlo,  who  was  smitten  with  such  a  strange 
madness  of  desire  for  a  woman  whom  he 
could  not  lawfully  take  as  his  wife.  Had  he 
escaped  this  misfortune  of  love-madness,  he 
might  have  been  ^  great  chief  of  the  Pondo- 
misi  nation,  and  have  taken  a  new  woman  to 
his  kraal  each  year,  through  all  the  years  of 
his  life." 


THE   LOVE   CHARM 


"Fetch  me  that  flower;  the  herb  I  showed  thee  once; 
The  juice  of  it  on  sleeping  eyehds  laid, 
Will  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 
Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  sees." 

A  Midsiwivier  Nighfs  Dreaui. 

'' r~^ h,  'mntan  'am  (no,  my  child),  I  am  too 

^-^     old,  as  you  can  see  for  yourself;  my 

memory  is  no    longer   good,    and    all    these 

things  happened  so  very  long  ago.     Besides, 

you  have  not  yet  told  me  why  you  want  me 

to  talk  about  these  old  days,  you  white  people 

are  so  wise  you  cannot  require  to  learn  from 

an  old  woman  such  as    I.     Hear  him   now, 

what  can  the  great  people  who  live  beyond 

the  sea  in  those  big  houses  you  show  me  the 

shadows  (pictures)  of,  and  of  which  I  never 

can  tell  the  top  from  the  bottom,   want   to 

know  about  the  dead  and  gone  Bacas  ?    Yes, 

yes,   I  have  heard  all  this  before  from  you, 

and  you  know  I   only  promised   to  talk  on 
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condition  that  you  told  me  the  true  reason 
why  you  wanted  to  write  down  my  words. 

"  You  white  people  are  vejy  sly;  you  know 
most  things,  yet  one  thing  you  are  always 
trying  to  learn,  all  of  you  :  the  magic  of  the 
native.  And  what  is  our  magic  compared 
with  yours  ?  With  us  the  '  isanuse '  (witch- 
doctor) calls  to  all  in  a  loud  voice,  boasting 
of  what  he  knows,  yet  you  *  abelungu  '  (white 
people)  are  for  ever  trying  to  persuade  the 
natives  that  you  are  not  wizards.  Don't  tell 
me.  Does  not  one  of  you  speak  with  your 
mouth  close  to  the  end  of  an  iron  string  at 
Umzimkulu,  while  another  listens  at  Mata- 
tiele  where  the  string  passes  over  the  big 
poles,  and  hear  the  words  spoken  ?  and  this 
over  a  distance  which  it  takes  a  man  six  days 
to  walk.  I  know  myself  that  such  is  the 
case,  because  when  my  granddaughter's  baby 
was  born  at  Umzimkulu  last  spring,  did  I 
not  learn  it  from  the  pink  paper  which  the 
constable  read  to  me  on  the  same  day.  I 
asked  Rachel  particularly  about  the  date 
afterwards,  and  she  swore  to  me  that  the 
child  was  born  two  days  before  the  new 
moon,  and  that  was  the  day  on  which  the 
constable  came. 

"  Did    you  not  yourself  open   the  eye  of 
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a  box  at  me,  with  a  click,  and  show  me  the 
next  day  the  water-shadow  of  myself  upon 
paper  ;  and  was  not  the  very  torn  place  in 
my  blanket,  which  I  had  not  yet  mended, 
there  too  ?  Magic,  /  know  magic  when  I 
see  it. 

"  Yes,  I  am  very  old.  I  remember,  like 
it  were  yesterday,  the  time  when  Ncapay 
was  killed  by  the  Pondos,  when  he  and  his 
'  impi '  were  driven  over  the  cliff  on  the 
Umzimvubu,  and  I  have  seen  our  chief, 
Makaula,  herding  calves  when  he  was  a  boy. 
My  first  husband  was  old  Palelo  (he  died 
when  I  was  away  at  Umzimkulu),  and  my 
second  was  Momlotyolo,  who  got  his  head 
broken  with  a  club  in  a  fight  with  the  Pondo- 
misi.  He  came  home  with  his  head  tied  up, 
and  laid  himself  down  on  a  mat.  Next  day 
he  could  not  speak.  He  lay  snoring  for  five 
days,  and  then  died  in  a  fit.  I  had  only 
been  married  to  him  three  years,  and  we  had 
three  children.  The  first  was  a  girl,  she  died 
when  still  a  child,  and  the  second  a  boy 
whom  we  called  Tutani.  He  was  drowned 
trying  to  cross  the  Umzimvubu  after  a  beer- 
drink. 

"  The  first  time  I  was  married  ?  That  is 
long  ago,  and   I   have   almost   forgotten  all 
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about  it.  We  were  then  living  In  what  is 
now  Cweraland.  I  was  quite  a  young  girl 
when  old  Palelo  took  me  as  his  wife.  Yes, 
he  had  six  other  wives  then  living,  and 
several  others  had  died.  Palelo  was  a  very 
old  man,  but  he  was  rich  and  my  father  was 
poor.  Eighteen  head  of  cattle  were  given 
as  my  dowry,  and  a  new  hut  was  built  for 
me.  In  this  hut  old  Palelo  nearly  lived  for 
two  years,  and  I  was  quite  glad  when  I 
heard  that  he  was  paying  'lobola'  for  another 
girl,  as  I  knew  that  when  he  married  her, 
he'd  leave  me  alone  for  a  time. 

''  Who  told  you  that  I  went  to  Umzlm- 
kulu  ?  So,  so,  I  had  forgotten  mentioning 
it.  Well,  I  suppose  I  may  as  well  tell  you 
everything  about  It  now,  because  you  might 
hear  It  spoken  of  by  others  who  do  not  know 
all  that  happened,  and  thus  come  to  think 
evil  of  me,  not  knowing  that  It  was  Lamia's 
fault,  and  that  I  was  blameless. 

*'  You  have  heard  of  the  charm  which  a 
man  places  upon  a  woman  to  make  her 
follow  him.  Perhaps  you  do  not  believe  In 
such  things,  eh  ?  I  thought  not.  It  is 
strange  what  a  lot  of  true  things  you  wise 
people  disbelieve  In.  Well,  well,  if  you  do 
not  believe  In  such  things  why  do  you  want 
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to  hear  about  them  ?  I  think  I  know  the 
reason,  but  it  runs  on  a  different  spoor  to 
that  of  your  words.  Whether  you  beheve 
in  them  or  not,  these  things  exist.  I  have 
Hved  much  longer  than  you  in  spite  of  the 
drought  on  the  top  of  your  head,  and  I  have 
not  only  seen,  but  experienced  the  effect  of 
such  a  charm.  No,  no,  although  you  are  old 
enough  to  know  better,  you  are  also  old 
enough  to  have  seen  that  the  eyes  of  a  young 
woman  do  not  shine  on  you  as  on  younger 
men,  and  this  knowledge  might  lead  you  into 
mischief. 

''Well,  I  will  tell  you  of  some,  but  not  of 
the  strongest.  There  are  many  things  which 
can  be  used  as  charms,  and  some  work  quite 
differently  from  others.  Some  are  of  use 
only  to  a  young  man,  and  some  to  one  who 
is  old.  There  is  the  '  duba '  (wild  garlick  : 
Tulbaghia  alliacea)  which  is  pounded  up  with 
fat  and  clay,  and  kept  in  the  tip  of  a  goat's 
horn.  If  a  young  man  touch  a  young  woman 
with  this  it  will  make  her  think  of  him  night 
and  day,  until  the  '  umdhlemnyana '  (a  kind 
of  hysteria)  seizes  her.  This  will  never  leave 
her  unless  he  releases  her,  or  she  can  steal 
the  charm  from  where  he  has  to  keep  it, 
wrapped  In  a  skin,  in  the  roof  of  his  dwell- 
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incr.     Then   there   Is  the   '  Insono-a    'mazwe ' 

o  o 

(Ht.  '  turner,'  or  '  wrapper  up  '  of  words — Com- 
i)ic!y)ia  spcciosa — a  httle  blue,  furry  flower, 
with  bright  yellow  anthers).  If  a  young  man 
bathes,  and  then  rubs  himself  all  over  with 
this,  his  words  become  so  wise  and  sweet  to 
the  ear,  that  no  woman  can  deny  him  any- 
thing. Besides,  there  Is  that  stuff  which  can 
be  bought  at  the  big  stores,  '  zamlandela ' 
(camphor ;  lit.  '  that  which  leads,'  or  '  in- 
duces'). If  a  young  man  rub  his  hands 
with  this,  and  he  touch  a  girl  on  the  cheeks, 
she  will  dream  of  him  whether  she  be  asleep 
or  awake.  There  are  other  things ;  roots 
and  flowers  which,  if  placed  by  a  man  in  the 
water-pool  at  which  the  girls  drink,  or  In 
which  they  bathe  in  hot  weather,  will  have 
such  an  effect  that  their  fathers  and  brothers 
will  want  to  shed  blood.  Then  there  is 
another  flower  which,  if  broken  up  and 
scattered  on  a  path  along  which  a  woman 
walks,  will  make  her  follow  the  man  who 
scattered  it  wheresover  he  leads  her.  It 
was  in  this  way  I  was  charmed  and  led 
away  to  Umzlmkulu,  where  I  dwelt  for  a 
year. 

''  Lamia  came  to  dwell  in  our  neighbour- 
hood nearly  two  years  after   I   had   married 
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old  Palelo.  He  was  a  young  man  of  Urn- 
zimkulu.  He  had  been  obliged  to  flee  for  a 
time  from  there  on  account  of  having  broken 
the  law.  He  was  related  to  some  people  of 
a  kraal  near  ours,  and  with  them  he  stayed. 
He  was  a  very  big  man  and  a  strong  dancer, 
and  was  nearly  always  laughing. 

*'  Old  Palelo  had  many  sons  and  daughters, 
and  as  he  was  rich,  there  was  plenty  of 
feasting  at  our  kraal.  Lamia  often  visited 
my  hut  and  seemed  to  be  very  fond  of  talk- 
ing to  Palelo  about  old  times,  and  about  the 
deeds  my  husband  had  done  in  his  youth. 
The  two  would  often  sit  over  the  fire,  far 
into  the  night,  and  I  used  to  lie  on  my  mat, 
my  head  covered  with  a  kaross,  listening. 
There  was  a  litde  hole  in  the  kaross,  and 
through  this  I  used  to  watch  Lamia,  who 
always  sat  with  his  face  towards  me.  I  do 
not  know  how  it  was,  but  somehow  that  part 
of  the  kaross  with  the  hole  in  it  was  always 
just  in  front  of  my  eyes.  It  was  strange  to 
see  how  fond  old  Palelo  was  of  Lamia ;  I 
think  it  was  because  Lamia  listened  to  him 
so  quietly,  and  just  let  him  talk. 

"  Lamia  said  very  little  to  me  on  these 
occasions,  but  we  used  often  to  meet  when  I 
went  down  to  the  pool  to  fetch  water,  or  to 
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the  millet-field  to  hoe.  I  did  not  altogether 
like  meeting  him  alone,  because  the  way  in 
which  he  talked  and  went  on  annoyed  me. 
It  was  not  so  much  his  words  as  his  ways 
that  made  me  angry.  Whenever  we  were 
alone  he  mimicked  old  Palelo — his  walk,  his 
voice,  his  way  of  taking  snuff — everything. 
Although  I  could  not  keep  from  laughing,  I 
did  not  like  Lamia  to  go  on  like  this.  He 
said  he  meant  to  make  himself  so  like  Palelo 
that  none  would  be  able  to  tell  one  from  the 
other,  and  that  he  came  to  practise  before 
me,  so  that  I  could  tell  him  how  he  was 
getting  on. 

**  Sometimes  he  would  tell  me  about  what 
a  lot  of  girls  were  in  love  with  him  at  Um- 
zimkulu,  and  when  I  told  him  to  go  back 
to  them  and  not  trouble  me  any  more,  he 
said  he  had  got  so  fond  of  Palelo  that  he 
could  not  bear  to  think  of  departing.  Occa- 
sionally he  would  come  down  to  the  field 
where  I  was  hoeing,  and  If  It  were  a  hot  day 
would  make  me  sit  with  him  under  a  tree, 
chewing  *  imfe  '  (sweet  reed),  and  listening 
while  he  blew  music  on  the  '  ugwalo '  (a 
musical  instrument  formed  of  a  single  string 
attached  to  a  quill,  and  stretched  along  a 
stick),  or  talking  nonsense, 
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"  One  day  as  I  was  returning  from  the 
pool  carrying  a  pot  of  water,  I  met  Lamia 
coming  out  of  the  bush  with  a  lot  of  yellow 
flowers  in  his  hands.  I  inquired  as  to  what 
he  was  going  to  do  with  these,  and  he  said 
he  was  going  to  do  some  ^  doctoring.'  'Who, 
then,  is  sick  ? '  I  asked.  '  I  am,'  he  replied. 
I  laughed  at  this,  because  at  the  dance  the 
day  before  he  had  tired  all  the  others  out. 
'  Do  you  know  what  sickness  these  are  to 
cure  ? '  he  asked,  looking  at  me  very  hard. 
'  No,'  said  I,  'unless  it  be  the  sickness  that 
makes  people  think  they  are  not  themselves  ; 
that  is  the  only  sickness  you  have  got.' 
'  Why,  you  are  almost  as  good  as  a  doctor 
yourself,'  he  replied  ;  then  he  laughed  and 
went  away. 

'*  Next  morning  I  saw  some  little  bits  of 
yellow  stuff  on  the  ground  just  outside  my 
hut,  and  also  strewn  along  the  pathway  lead- 
ing to  the  millet-field.  I  picked  a  piece  up, 
and  found  it  to  be  very  like  a  portion  of  a 
flower  such  as  Lamia  had  been  carrying 
when  I  met  him  coming  out  of  the  bush.  I 
soon  picked  up  a  whole  flower.  This,  with- 
out considering  what  I  was  doing,  I  stuck 
into  the  carrying-hole  of  my  left  ear.  Then 
it  suddenly  seemed  as  if  something  began  to 
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sing  Inside  mc,  and   I    felt  very  happy,  but 
rather  frightened. 

*'  On  that  day  I  could  not  work.  I  felt 
as  if  quite  changed  in  every  way.  I  could 
not  forget  the  yellow  flowers,  or  Lamia.  I 
just  stuck  my  hoc  into  the  ground  and  went 
to  the  spot  under  the  big  tree  where  he  and 
I  used  to  sit.  It  was  very  hot,  so  I  lay 
down  and  soon  fell  fast  asleep. 

*'  I  had  a  strange  dream.  I  thought  that 
Lamia  came  to  me  with  a  lot  of  yellow 
flowers  tied  around  his  head  in  the  way  the 
Pondos  tie  the  '  Imvani '  (wild  asparagus) 
when  they  want  rain  to  fall.  I  thought  he 
kept  changing  into  old  Palelo,  and  then  back 
into  himself  again,  and  that  I  was  running 
away  from  him  and  at  the  same  time  feeling 
sorry  that  he  could  not  catch  me.  Just  as 
I  thought  he  had  caught  me,  I  woke  up 
suddenly,  and  there  he  stood. 

'*  I  got  such  a  fright  that  I  screamed  out 
and  then  began  to  weep.  Lamia  sat  down 
next  to  me.  I  told  him  to  leave  me  alone, 
but  he  would  not,  so  I  jumped  up  and  ran 
away  home. 

"  That  night  I  could  eat  nothing,  and  the 
*  umdhlemnyana '  sickness  seized  me  so  badly 
that  old  Palelo  became  cjuite  frightened,  and 
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said  he  would  fetch  the  witch-doctor  next 
day  to  see  who  had  bewitched  me.  When 
I  felt  better  I  lay  down  to  try  and  sleep, 
but  it  was  of  no  use.  I  dreamed  of  Lamia's 
coming,  but  when  it  got  late  and  he  had  not 
come,  I  felt  like  a  long-tailed  finch  trying  to 
fly  against  the  wind  on  a  wet  day.  I  kept 
wondering  as  to  where  he  was,  and  the 
thought  that  he  might  be  at  a  feast  at 
another  kraal  where  there  was  a  girl  who 
I  knew  liked  him,  troubled  me  so  much  that 
I  got  another  *  umdhlemnyana '  fit,  and  when 
old  Palelo  came  to  me  with  a  pot  of  water, 
I  threw  the  water  all  over  him,  and  broke 
the  pot.  This  made  me  feel  a  little  better, 
so  I  lay  quiet,  pretending  to  be  asleep. 

*'  Old  Palelo  went  to  sleep  on  his  mat,  but 
I  lay  long  aw^ake,  until  at  length  I  felt  I 
could  not  stay  in  the  hut  any  longer ;  some- 
thinof  seemed  to  draw  me  outside.  I  took 
my  kaross  and  left  the  hut.  The  moon  was 
large  and  yellow.  The  stream  of  water  in 
the  kloof  just  below  was  making  a  noise 
exactly  like  some  one  speaking,  and  at  length 
I  found  out  what  it  was  saying.  It  was 
'  lam-lam-lam-la- la-la-lam-la-la-lam- la-lam- la- 
lam-la,'  that  the  water  was  calling  out  over 
and    over  again  as  it  ran  over  the  stones. 
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Lamia  seemed  to  be  all  about  me,  and  I 
kept  looking  behind  me  to  see  if  he  was  not 
there. 

"  A  jackal  up  on  the  hill  was  calling  out 
'  yonk,  yonk,  yonk,  yow-a-a-ow,'  like  a  man 
singing  through  his  nose.  The  bats  and 
night-jars  were  flitting  about,  and  two  owls 
were  crying  out  to  each  other  among  the 
tops  of  the  yellow-wood  trees. 

''  I  first  sat  down  near  the  hut,  but  old 
Palelo  was  snoring  like  a  big  frog,  so  I 
w^alked  away  beyond  the  cattle  kraal,  and 
laid  myself  down  on  the  short,  green  grass, 
which  was  cool  and  wet  with  dew. 

''All  this  time  I  could  think  of  nothing 
but  Lamia,  and  I  kept  wondering  why  this 
should  be  so.  Why  did  I  feel  so  strange 
and  so  changed  ?  My  thoughts  went  back  to 
the  first  time  I  had  seen  him.  It  was  at  the 
wedding  feast  of  one  of  Palelo's  daughters. 
I  remember  thinking  I  had  never  seen  any 
one  dance  so  well.  Then  I  went  over,  one 
by  one,  all  the  occasions  upon  which  we  had 
since  met.  Although  they  were  many  I 
think  I  remembered  every  one  of  them.  I 
began  to  laugh  when  I  thought  of  the  way 
he  used  to  mimic  my  husband.  Then  I 
thought   of    the    long    talks    in    the    hut   at 
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night,  so  I  lay  back  and  covered  myself  up 
with  the  kaross,  looking  through  the  same 
little  hole  at  a  post  standing  near  me,  and 
trying  to  Imagine  It  was  Lamia,  giving  his 
ears  to  Palelo  and  his  eyes  to  me. 

*'  Next  I  remembered  his  coming  out  of 
the  bush  with  the  yellow  flowers,  and  this 
set  me  thinking  of  what  had  been  strewn  on 
the  path.  Then  I  suddenly  understood  the 
whole  thing — I  was  bewitched.  Lamia  had 
said  the  flowers  were  for  medicine,  and  this 
was  what  he  had  meant,  the  rogue. 

''When  the  thought  first  struck  me  I  felt 
very  much  frightened,  and  I  jumped  up, 
meaning  to  run  into  the  hut  at  once.  How- 
ever, I  remained  where  I  was  for  a  little 
time,  and  then  my  fright  seemed  to  pass 
away.  Then  I  walked  on  a  few  yards  and 
sat  down  on  the  grass. 

''  I  listened  to  the  water  calling  out  Lamia's 
name,  and  thought  seriously  over  the  whole 
matter  of  Lamia  and  his  doings.  After 
considering  for  a  while  I  concluded  that  in 
spite  of  the  '  umdhlemnyana '  sickness,  being 
bewitched  was,  after  all,  not  so  very  terrible. 
I  had  often  heard  of  girls  being  charmed  in 
this  way,  and  I  knew  that  one  cure  for  It  was 
to  follow  the  man  about,  and  make  him  take 
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off  the  charm.  '  Ah,  ha,  my  friend  Lamia,' 
thought  I,  *  I  am  up  to  your  ways  and  tricks, 
and  will  let  you  know  it  the  next  time  we 
meet.  You  have  not  got  a  silly  girl  to  deal 
with  this  time,  but  a  woman  who  has  been 
married  nearly  two  years,  and  who  can  take 
care  of  herself  very  well,  in  spite  of  the 
**  umdhlemnyana."  ' 

"  The  dogs  suddenly  began  to  bark  all 
together,  and  then  they  rushed  round  to  the 
back  of  the  cattle  kraal,  where  they  all  ceased 
barking.  Just  afterwards  a  man  walked  out 
into  the  moonlight  from  behind  the  kraal 
fence,  and  came  slowly  towards  me.  It  was 
Lamia.  The  dogs  knew  him,  and  were 
running  after  him  and  fawning. 

"  He  came  up  to  where  I  was  sitting,  and 
without  saying  a  word  took  my  hands  in 
his  and  drew  me  gently  towards  him.  I 
stood  up,  and  then  he  walked  on,  and  I 
followed.  I  could  not  have  resisted  then, 
even  if  I  had  wanted  to,  but  I  do  not  think 
I  wanted  to  at  all.  You  see,  the  charm  had 
influenced  me  more  strongly  than  I  had 
thought.  I  was  no  longer  myself,  but  just 
Lamia  and  nothing  else. 

''  I  followed  Lamia  down  the  hill  along  the 
path  to  the  millet-field,  and  then  we  sat  down 
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under  the  tree.  The  dogs  came  too,  and 
Lamia  got  very  angry  because  he  could  not 
at  first  manage  to  drive  them  back.  '  Lamia,' 
said  I,  'you  have  bewitched  me  with  those 
yellow  flowers,  and  we  will  both  be  killed  by 
Palelo's  sons.'  *  No,'  said  he,  *  it  is  you  that 
have  bewitched  me,  and  I  only  used  those 
flowers  to  cure  myself.' 

"  After  a  while  we  went  on  together,  Lamia 
leading  me  by  the  hand.  When  we  reached 
a  little  bush  near  the  kraal  he  was  living  at, 
he  left  me  for  a  short  time,  and  then  he 
returned  with  two  bundles,  one  of  which  he 
gave  me  to  carry.  We  walked  on  all  night. 
Just  before  daybreak  we  turned  to  the  left 
and  entered  a  thick  forest.  Here  we  spent 
the  day.  We  did  not  light  a  fire.  Lamia 
had  brought  some  millet  already  boiled,  in 
a  skin  bag.  We  ate  this,  and  also  some 
roots  which  he  dug  up  with  the  blade  of  his 
spear.  From  a  hollow  tree  he  brought  some 
of  the  sweetest  honey  I  have  ever  tasted. 
He  did  not  seem  to  mind  the  bees  stinging 
him  at  all. 

'*  All  this  time  we  hardly  spoke  a  word. 
In  the  afternoon  we  were  sitting  together 
hidden  in  some  thick,  green  brushwood  ;  I 
heard  a  rusde  and,  looking  up,  saw  a  long 
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green  snake  gliding  through  the  branches  just 
over  Lamia's  head.  I  called  out :  '  Look, 
there  Is  a  snake.'  He  just  smiled  and,  with- 
out standing  up,  killed  the  snake  with  one 
blow  of  his  stick.  It  nearly  fell  on  him,  so 
I  screamed  out,  but  he  laughed  and  comforted 
me  and  said  that  he  had  been  doctored  by  a 
great  wizard  against  all  dangerous  things 
except  me. 

"  Then  he  asked  me  how  I  liked  being 
bewitched.  I  replied  :  '  I  like  It  very  well 
now,  because  the  charm  is  on  me,  but  I  know 
that  by  and  by  I  will  be  very  angry.'  He 
laughed  very  loud  at  this.  Afterwards  he 
asked  me  If  I  knew  what  had  really  happened. 
I  answered  :  '  Yes,  Lamia,  you  wicked  man, 
you  have  bewitched  me  and  made  me  follow 
you  away  from  my  home.'  '  No,  you  are 
mistaken,'  said  he,  *  I  am  not  Lamia  at  all, 
but  your  husband  Palelo  in  Lamia's  body  ; 
Lamia  is  still  at  the  kraal  In  the  body  of 
Palelo.'  I  could  not  understand  how  this 
could  be,  and  I  now  know  that  he  was  talking 
nonsense,  but  at  the  time  the  charm  w^as  so 
strong  on  me  that  I  would  have  believed 
anything  he  told  me. 

"  That  night  we  crossed  the  Umzimvubu, 
and  reached  the  big  forest  below  the  Taban- 
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kulu.  Here  we  laid  down  and  slept.  The  sun 
was  high  when  we  awoke.  We  travelled  on 
through  the  forest,  and  again  rested  and  spent 
the  night  on  the  other  side. 

*'  Next  day  we  went  on  without  conceal- 
ment through  the  open  country.  We  were 
now  in  Pondoland,  so  had  nothing  to  fear,  so 
we  just  wandered  on  quietly  from  kraal  to 
kraal,  getting  food  in  plenty  ;  for  Lamia  had 
such  pleasant  ways,  especially  with  the 
women,  that  we  were  always  made  welcome. 
Lamia  said  I  was  his  wife,  whom  he  had 
fetched  from  the  Pondomisi  country,  and  no 
one  seemed  to  doubt  his  words. 

**  When  we  reached  the  Baca  country  at 
Umzimkulu,  we  went  straight  to  the  kraal  of 
Lamia's  father,  and  when  he  told  his  relations 
that  I  was  his  wife,  and  that  he  had  paid 
'  lobola '  for  me,  they  all  laughed  at  him,  and 
asked  whether  horns  or  feathers  grew  on  the 
*  lobola '  cattle.  I  did  not  see  at  the  time 
why  they  should  have  doubted  his  words, 
but   I  found  out  the  reason  afterwards. 

"  At  first  we  lived  very  happily,  for  the 
charm  was  still  strong  upon  me,  but  after 
some  months  Lamia  began  to  go  away  from 
home  very  often,  and  then  I  heard  that  he 
was  courting  another  girl     Well,  he  married 
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her,  and  slic  and  I  quarrelled,  and  he  took 
her  part  and  beat  me,  so  I  became  very- 
miserable.  It  was  nearly  a  year  after  we 
came  to  Umzlmkulu  that  my  baby,  a  boy, 
was  born. 

*'  One  day,  when  my  baby  was  over  a 
month  old,  who  should  walk  up  to  the  kraal 
but  the  Matshoba,  old  Palelo's  *  great  son.' 
I  picked  up  the  child  and  ran  away  into  the 
bush,  but  next  day  I  got  hungry  and  had  to 
return.  Matshoba  was  not  very  angry.  It 
turned  out  that  Palelo  was  dead.  Matshoba 
said  that  I  must  return  with  him.  I  was  not 
sorry  to  do  so,  because  the  charm  had  now 
quite  passed  away  from  me. 

**  Matshoba  brought  a  law  case  before  the 
chief  against  Lamia  for  taking  me  away.  I 
told  all  about  the  charm  which  had  been 
used,  and  Lamia  did  not  deny  having  used 
It.  He  was  ordered  by  the  chief  to  pay  ten 
head  of  cattle  as  a  fine.  These  his  father 
had  to  pay,  because  Lamia  had  no  cattle  of 
his  own.  The  chief  said  that  If  Lamia's 
father  had  got  him  a  wife  Lamia  would  not 
have  gone  about  bewitching  the  wives  of 
other  people.  When  the  cattle  were  paid 
the  chief  took  five  head,  and  Matshoba 
and     I     drove    the    other    five    to    my    old 
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home.  Soon  afterwards  I  was  married  to 
Momlotyolo. 

"My  baby  grew  up  and  became  just  like 
his  father  both  In  appearance  and  ways. 
When  quite  a  young  man  he  was  *  smelt  out ' 
for  bewitching  one  of  the  wives  of  the  chief, 
and  had  to  flee  for  his  life.  I  have  never 
heard  of  him  since. 

**  No,  no ;  I  am  not  going  to  tell  you  any- 
thing more  about  the  flower.  It  was  not  a 
yellow  flower  at  all,  but  one  of  quite  another 
colour.  Besides,  it  is  a  young  man's  charm, 
and  therefore  would  be  of  no  use  to  you." 
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"  God  help  all  poor  souls  lost  In  the  dark." 

The  Heretic's  Tragedy. 

'"^  I  ^HERE   Is,  after  all,  nothing  equal  to 

^  philosophic  cultivation  of  the  mind 
for  enabling  one  to  withstand  misfortune," 
said  the  man,  as  he  entered  the  room. 

The  woman  looked  up  at  him  from  where 
she  was  sitting,  with  a  start  of  surprise. 
Pain,  love,  pity,  and  yearning  made  worlds  of 
her  eyes. 

''  Now  take  my  case,"  continued  the  man  ; 
*'  it  Is  only  four  days  since  Wallle  died,  and 
It  was  but  yesterday  we  laid  him  In  his 
grave,  and  yet  to-night  I  feel  hardly  any 
grief.  Of  course,  the  shock  unmanned  me 
at  first,  but  now  I  am  quite  myself  again.  I 
have  never  been  able  to  make  you  see  the 
uses  of " 

The  man  ceased  speaking  and  began  to 
cough.     Then  he  walked  slowly  backwards 
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and  forwards  wilh  an  air  of  extreme  pre- 
occupation. Tlie  woman  said  nothing,  but 
kept  her  eyes,  which  were  now  swimming  in 
tears,  fixed  on  him. 

"  Really,  my  darling,"  he  continued  after 
a  pause,  and  in  an  impatient  tone,  ''you 
must  try  and  look  at  the  thing  as  I  do.  He 
is  dead,  and  we  saw  the  lid  of  the  coffin 
screwed  down  over  his  cold  body,  yet,  won- 
derful to  relate,  he  is  so  close  to  us  that  I  can 
bring  him  back  at  will.  I  have  only  to  close 
my  eyes  and  I  see  him.  Look  here,  I  hold  his 
cap  just  three  feet  from  the  floor,  and  there 
he  stands  below  it,  with  his  face  under  the 
peak,  and  his  curls  behind.  Now  cover  your 
face  with  the  cap,  and  draw  in  your  breath  ; 
— so — did  I  not  tell  you  ? — He  has  only  just 
taken  it  off.  Now,  look :  can  you  not  see 
him  there  before  you  ?  Now  he  is  here 
nestling  up,  and  just  going  to  beg  for  a 
story.  There,  he  has  gone  over  to  his 
rocking-horse.  Now  close  your  eyes  and 
rock  it ;  to  close  your  eyes  at  the  right  time 
is  the  great  secret." 

Here  the  man's  voice  w^as  again  interrupted 
by  the  cough.  The  woman  stood  up  and 
laid  her  hand  caressingly  over  his  shoulder. 
Then  she  tried  to  move  in  front  of  him  and 
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look  into  his  eyes.  With  an  impatient  ges- 
ture he  shook  himself  free,  and  resumed  his 
walking  to  and  fro,  always  avoiding  her 
eyes. 

''  How  foolish  you  are,"  he  resumed,  ''not 
to  help  me,  not  to  participate  in  this  new 
creation  which  I  have  discovered  the  secret 
of  effecting.  Look  here,  be  reasonable, 
every  night  we  will  make  up  his  bed  and 
place  his  clothes  ready  for  the  morning. 
Then  we  will  tie  the  string  to  your  wrist  so 
that  he  can  pull  it  and  waken  you  without 
disturbing  me.  Now  just  try  it,  and  I  am 
quite  positive  you  will  feel  the  string  being 
pulled  just  when  he  Vvants  you  to  kiss  him  at 
the  usual  time.  You  have  always  been  pitch- 
ing into  me  for  reading  metaphysics,  but 
look  at  the  difference  between  us  now.  You 
remember  what  Fichte " 

Here  the  man's  voice  was  once  more  in- 
terrupted by  the  cough.  He  turned  and 
leant  against  the  wall,  resting  his  forehead 
against  his  arm.  The  woman  tried  to  make 
him  sit  down  on  an  easy-chair,  which  she 
drew  towards  him,  but  he  refused  with  the 
same  impatient  gesture.  Soon  he  resumed 
his  walking,  and  continued  : 

"  I  am  even  prepared  to  maintain  that  in 
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some  respects  we  are  better  off  than  if  he 
had  Hved.  I  do  not  Imaoine  that  either  of 
us  will  last  very  long,  and  think  what  it  would 
have  been  to  leave  him  behind,  uncared  for. 
Then,  if  he  had  grown  up,  who  knows  what 
mistakes  he  might  have  made,  and  what  he 
might  have  suffered.  As  it  is  now,  he  will 
always  be  the  same  to  us.  I  am  glad  you 
are  not  crying  any  longer.  Now  I  will 
go  and  carry  his  cot  back  into  the  bed- 
room. Do  not  come  in  until  I  have  things 
arranged." 

There  was  a  smell  of  carbolic  disinfectant 
throughout  the  house,  for  the  boy  had  died 
of  diphtheritic  croup,  after  an  agonizing  ill- 
ness of  five  days.  This  smell  continually 
suggested  death  to  the  woman  ;  It  seemed  to 
have  got  into  her  nostrils  permanently,  go 
where  she  would  she  could  not  avoid  it. 
She  now  stood  up  from  where  she  had  been 
sitting  near  the  fire-place,  and  walked  Into 
the  drawing-room,  which  had  a  south-eastern 
aspect.  It  was  winter,  and  the  night  was 
somewhat  unseasonably  warm.  The  weather 
had  long  been  dry.  A  bright  moon  was 
high  in  the  heavens.  The  woman  stood  in 
the  dark  room  and  looked  out  of  the  window 
to  where  the  bare,  silvery  rods  of  a  willow 
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swayed  and  undulated  to  the  faint,  Inter- 
mittent breeze.  Then  her  gaze  wandered  to 
an  oak,  out  of  the  leafless  boughs  of  which 
hung  the  ropes  of  the  boy's  swing,  oscillating 
gently.  Every  now  and  then  she  coughed, 
and  the  sound  of  the  man's  coughing  reached 
her  at  short  Intervals  from  the  next  room. 
The  rising  wind  began  to  sough  and  moan 
over  the  house,  and  to  call  ghostly  whisper- 
ings from  the  bare,  chafing  branches  of  the 
crowded  oak  trees.  Stretched  across  the 
sky  from  horizon  to  horizon  was  a  curved 
fringe  of  delicate  snow-white  cloud,  sugges- 
tive of  an  ostrich  feather  in  shape  and  texture. 
This  came  nearer  every  moment.  It  hung 
for  a  breath  like  a  broken,  opaline  halo  round 
the  moon.  Now  it  was  over  the  house,  and 
the  moon  was  again  clear,  but  low  down  on 
the  southern  horizon  from  whence  it  had 
arisen,  dark  clouds  of  gradually  increasing 
bulk  were  surging  up,  and  faint  lightnings 
flickering. 

The  man  came  from  the  bedroom  into  the 
passage  and  called  to  the  woman,  who 
silently  joined  him,  and  again  passed  her 
arm  over  his  shoulder. 

"  Come  along,  darling,"  he  said,  as  they 
went  towards  the  bedroom  ;  ''  see  how  I  have 
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arranged  It  all.  What  a  pity  wc  did  not 
think  of  this  last  night ! " 

The  little  cot  had  been  moved  back  to  its 
place,  and  in  it  the  boy's  bed  had  been  made, 
pillow,  white  sheet  turned  back,  and  little 
eider-down  quilt,  all  complete.  In  the  middle 
of  the  pillow  was  a  dent,  as  if  a  head  had 
just  been  lying  there,  and  the  bed-clothes 
were  slightly  tumbled.  On  a  chair  at  the 
foot  of  the  cot  were  carelessly  thrown  a 
flannel  shirt,  a  blue-striped  tunic,  and  a  pair 
of  blue  serge  knickerbockers  ;  upon  these  lay 
loose  a  pair  of  cardinal-coloured  socks,  and 
two  shoes  with  bright  steel  buckles  stood 
close  by  on  the  floor.  The  woman  walked 
up  to  the  cot,  her  face  was  ashen.  Her  lips 
had  ceased  quivering,  but  she  could  not 
speak.  Her  heart  stood  almost  still.  Pier 
mental  tension  was  such  that  she  almost  lost 
consciousness.  Two  impressions  dominated 
all  others,  the  smell  of  the  carbolic,  and  the 
swelling  moan  of  the  wind  over  the  roof. 
The  man  went  on  garrulously,  and  in  a  cheer- 
ful voice  : 

"  Look  here,  we  will  hang  his  plaid  over 
the  side  of  the  cot,  and  when  we  light  the 
candle  in  the  nio^ht  to  see  if  he  is  covered 
properly,  wc  can  just  know  that  he  is  there. 
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behind  it.  He  lies  so  quietly  that  we  never 
can  hear  him  breathe. 

"  Sit  down  now  and  I  will  read  a  chapter 
of  the  Bible  to  you.  It  is  past  our  usual 
time." 

The  man  stretched  forth  his  hand  and 
took  a  Bible  down  from  a  small  book-shelf 
which  hung  on  the  wall  close  to  the  head  of 
the  bed.  Then  he  began  to  speak,  turning 
over  the  leaves  at  the  same  time. 

'*  Let  me  see,  what  shall  we  read  to-night  ? 
I  forgot  to-day  to  pick  one  out  that  Wallie 
will  not  ask  awkw^ard  questions  about. 

"  Ah  !  here  is  the  one  about  King  David's 
child  dying  ;  you  remember  he  lost  a  child, 
a  boy  too,  his  son  and  Bathsheba's.  ...  I 
wall  read  this.  Come  close  ;  I  believe  Wallie 
is  asleep,  so  I  must  speak  low.  .  .  .  How 
the  wind  is  wailing  ;  .  .  .  .  but  you  know, 
wind  always  makes  him  sleep  more  soundly." 

The  woman  bent  forward  and  hid  her  face 
in  her  hands,  her  elbows  resting  on  her  knees. 
The  man  began  to  read  : 

*'  And  it  came  to  pass  on  the  seventh  day 
that  the  child  died.  And  the  servants  of 
David  feared  to  tell  him  that  the  child  was 
dead  :  for  they  said.  Behold,  while  the  child 
w^as  yet  alive,  we  spake  unto  him,  and  he 
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would  not  hearken  unto  our  voice  :  how  will 
he  then  vex  himself  if  we  tell  him  that  the 
child  is  dead  ? 

"  But  when  David  saw  that  his  servants 
whispered,  David  perceived  that  the  child 
was  dead :  therefore  David  said  unto  his 
servants,  Is  the  child  dead  ?  and  they  said, 
He  is  dead. 

''  Then  David  arose  from  the  earth  and 
washed,  and  anointed  himself;  and  changed 
his  apparel,  and  came  into  the  House  of  the 
Lord,  and  w-orshipped  ;  then  he  came  to  his 
own  house  ;  and  when  he  required,  they  set 
bread  before  him,  and  he  did  eat. 

"  Then  said  his  servants  unto  him  :  What 
thing  is  this  that  thou  hast  done  ?  Thou 
didst  fast  and  weep  for  the  child  while  it  was 
alive,  but  when  the  child  was  dead  thou  didst 
arise  and  eat  bread. 

"And  he  said.  While  the  child  was  yet 
alive,  I  fasted  and  wept :  for  I  said.  Who  can 
tell  whether  God  will  be  gracious  to  me,  that 
the  child  may  live  ? 

•'But  now  he  is  dead,  wherefore  should  I 
fast  ?  Can  I  bring  him  back  again  ?  I  shall 
go  to  him,  but  he  shall  not  come  to  me." 

The  wind  had  gradually  increased  in 
violence,  and  now  there  came  a  strong  gust 
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and  a  sudden  dash  of  rain  against  the  iron 
roof.  The  man  ceased  reading,  and  looked 
up  with  a  Hght  of  wildness  in  his  eyes. 
Then  he  flung  down  the  book,  started  up, 
and  ran  around  to  the  other  side  of  the  bed, 
where  the  cot  was.  He  looked  into  the  cot, 
and  a  long  cry  of  agony  broke  from  him  when 
he  saw  that  it  was  empty.  He  staggered 
and  would  have  fallen  but  for  the  woman, 
who  supported  him  for  a  moment,  and  then 
let  him  sink  back  on  the  bed.  Another  fit 
of  coughing  came  on,  after  which  white  foam, 
slightly  tinged  with  blood,  appeared  on  his 
lips.  The  rain,  with  which  hail  was  now 
mixed,  swept  down  on  the  roof  in  a  roaring 
torrent. 

Suddenly  the  man  sprang  up,  and  before 
the  woman  could  restrain  him,  had  reached 
the  passage  leading  to  the  front  door. 

''  Come,  come,"  he  shouted,  '^  he  is  out  in 
the  cold  and  wet,  and  we  are  in  here  warm 
and  dry.  Let  me  go ;  I  will  take  his  plaid 
to  put  over  him.  You  do  not  care,  or  you 
would  not  try  to  stop  me.     Let  me  go." 

All  this  time  he  was  struggling  to  escape 
from  the  woman's  clasping  arms,  and  at 
length  he  succeeded.  He  rushed  back  into 
the  bedroom,  seized  the  plaid  from  where  it 
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hung  on  the  cot,  and  again  made  for  the 
door.  The  woman  followed  him  with  an 
overcoat,  and  caught  him  as  he  was  turning 
the  handle. 

''Wait  one  moment,  Fred,"  she  said  In  a 
low-toned  voice,  which  had  the  Immediate 
effect  of  calming  him,  '*  we  will  go  together. 
Come  back  with  me  until  I  get  my  cloak." 

He  followed  her  back  to  the  bedroom, 
and  there  walked  impatiently  about,  strug- 
gling to  get  into  the  overcoat,  and  coughing 
incessantly.  She  put  on  a  waterproof  ulster, 
and  then  opened  a  little  jewel-case  which 
stood  on  the  dressing-table.  From  this 
she  took  a  thick,  glossy  lock  of  dark,  curly 
hair,  which  she  hid  in  the  bosom  of  her 
dress. 

The  woman  took  the  man's  arm,  and  the 
two  walked  out  Into  the  wild  night.  It  was 
not  dark,  for  the  moon  was  nearly  full,  but 
swift  on  the  wings  of  the  screaming  gale 
low,  combing  clouds  were  hurrying  over  the 
land.  From  these  heavy  showers  of  piercing 
sleet  fell.  Each  shower  only  lasted  for  a  few 
minutes,  but  the  Intervals  between  them  were 
hardly  longer.  As  the  storm  grew,  the 
duration  of  the  showers  Increased,  whilst  that 
of  the  intervals  diminished.     As  yet,   how- 
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ever,  the  moon  shone  out  brightly  after  each 
shower. 

The  graveyard  was  on  the  spur  of  a  moun- 
tain which  overhung  the  river  about  a  mile 
below  the  village.  Thither  the  man  and  the 
woman  wended.  Fortunately  the  wind  was 
behind  them.  It  was  this  circumstance  that 
made  their  progress  possible.  They  never 
could  have  faced  the  howling  storm.  Faster 
and  faster  they  staggered  onward,  the  woman 
supporting  the  man  by  means  of  her  left  arm, 
which  she  had  passed  around  his  body,  and 
holding  his  left  in  her  right  hand.  They 
both  coughed  dreadfully,  but  the  paroxysms 
of  the  man  were  the  worse. 

They  reached  the  graveyard  at  length,  and 
sank  down  exhausted  on  the  boy's  grave. 
Just  then,  a  furious  shower  of  hail  lashed  out 
of  a  driving  cloud,  and  in  a  few  moments  the 
whole  world  was  white.  They  managed  to 
spread  the  plaid  over  the  little  mound.  The 
woman  being  on  the  windward  side,  held  it 
for  a  while  in  position,  and  soon  the  hail  lay 
thickly  on  it. 

In  a  short  lull  between  two  of  the  worst 
gusts  the  woman  managed  to  creep  around 
to  the  other  side  of  the  grave  where  the  man 
was   lying   huddled.     She   passed    her    arm 
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around  lilm  in  the  old  protective  manner,  and 
laid  her  cold  lips  against  his  cheek,  which 
was  like  frozen  marble.  He  was  only  just 
breathing.  Then  the  cough  seized  him  again, 
and  he  struggled  violently.  The  woman 
closed  her  eyes,  and  held  him  fast.  He  gave 
a  great  gulp,  a  shudder  passed  over  his  limbs, 
and  then  he  lay  still. 

The  woman  opened  her  eyes.  The  moon 
was  shining  brightly  through  a  narrow  rift 
between  the  storm-cloud  that  had  just  passed 
over  and  the  one  hurrying  on  its  track.  The 
dazzllngly  white  hail  covered  everything,  and 
lay  in  heaps  against  the  graveyard  wall,  the 
tree-trunks,  and  the  tombstones.  It  half 
covered  the  man  and  the  woman,  and  on  the 
white  heap  against  which  his  head  was  lying, 
was  a  dark  stain. 

The  woman  closed  her  eyes  and  lay  with 
her  head  against  the  man's  body.  She  soon 
fell  asleep,  and  dreamt  a  dream.  She  thought 
she  was  swinging  in  the  hammock  which  was 
slung  between  the  verandah  poles  of  the 
cottage,  reading  to  the  boy  his  favourite 
story.  It  was  a  slight  and  simple  allegory 
which  the  man  had  composed  for  him,  and 
was  based  principally  upon  the  last  chapter 
of  Revelation,  the  description  of  the  Delec- 
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table  Mountains,  and  Augustine's  City  of 
God.  The  story  was  written  In  the  man's 
happiest  vein,  and  was  full  of  the  loveliest 
fancy-play.  The  best  passage  In  It  was  that 
description  of  the  valley  through  which  runs 
the  River  of  the  Water  of  Life.  She  read 
as  far  as  this,  and  lo !  In  the  twinkling  of  an 
eye  she  was  In  the  valley.  There  stood  the 
grove  of  those  wondrous  trees  which  bear 
twelve  different  kinds  of  fruit,  and  the  leaves 
of  which  are  for  the  healing  of  the  suffering 
nations. 

But  she  was  alone  In  the  midst  of  all  this 
wonder  and  beauty.  She  wandered  along 
In  a  state  of  disquietude,  seeking  something 
or  somebody,  she  knew  not  who  or  what. 
Then  she  heard  a  halloa  far  away  in  a  voice 
that  seemed  familiar,  and  that  sent  a  thrill 
of  agonizing  bliss  through  her  being.  Soon 
a  well-known,  pattering  footstep  sounded 
down  one  of  the  spacious  avenues,  and  the 
boy  rushed  into  her  arms.  After  an  ecstatic 
moment  she  lifted  her  face  out  of  his  dark 
curls,  and  saw  the  man  hurrying  towards  her 
with  shining  face  and  outstretched  arms. 


THE   RETURN   OF   SOBEDE 


There  is  a  deal  of  human  nature  in  mankind." 

Josh  Billings. 


OOBEDE  stood  In  the  prisoners'  dock 
^^  before  the  Circuit  Court  at  Kokstad, 
between  his  fellow-prisoners  Kwekwe  and 
Gazile,  and  pleaded  "Not  Guilty"  to  the 
charge  of  having  stolen  four  head  of  cattle 
from  one  Jasper  Swainson,  a  farmer  dwell- 
ing In  the  valley  of  the  Indwana  river, 
Umzlmkulu  district,  whom  he  had  served 
as  a  shepherd  two  years  previously. 

Sobede  belonged  to  the  Hlangwenl  tribe, 
whilst  his  companions  were  Galka  Kafirs 
from  near  King  William's  Town.  But  the 
Important  difference  between  Sobede  and  the 
others  lay  In  this  :    that  whereas  they  were 

1  This  story  has  appeared  in  the  Sou^/i  African  Tele- 
graph, 

227 


228  THE    RETURN   OF   S013EDE 

guilty  of  the  crime  laid  to  their  charge, 
he  was  as  Innocent  as  was  his  Lordship  the 
learned  judge  who,  clad  in  a  gorgeous  vest- 
ment of  crimson  silk,  was  trying  him. 

Appearances  were,  however,  strongly 
against  Sobede.  The  evidence  showed  that 
the  stolen  cattle  had  been  found  by  the  farmers 
who  followed  on  their  spoor  in  the  possession 
of  the  three  prisoners,  and  were  at  the  time 
being  driven  up  one  of  the  gorges  of  the 
steep  Drakensberg  range,  in  the  direction 
of  Basutoland,  that  great  and  grievous  recept- 
acle for  stolen  stock  of  all  kinds.  When 
Sobede  told  his  story,  namely,  that  he  had 
casually  joined  the  other  two  but  a  few 
minutes  before  he  had  been  apprehended, 
having  come  from  his  kraal  along  one  of  the 
many  footpaths  leading  through  the  same 
gorge,  no  one  believed  him,  although  the 
relation  was  perfectly  true.  His  wife,  Mam- 
pltizlll,  with  her  two-months-old  baby  slung 
on  her  back  and  hushing  it  as  she  spoke, 
gave  evidence  to  the  effect  that  her  husband 
had  left  her  after  the  sun  was  high  on  the 
same  day  for  the  purpose  of  fetching  medicine 
from  a  native  doctor  for  the  week-old  baby, 
which  happened  at  the  time  to  be  ailing, 
whereas   the   cattle    had    been   stolen  thirty 
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hours  previously.  His  old,  half-decrepit 
father,  'Mbope,  corroborated  Mampltizili's 
statement  in  a  voice  that  rose  to  a  quaver- 
ing shout.  The  old  man's  lips  trembled,  his 
eyes  flashed  for  a  moment  through  the  blue 
film  that  had  gradually  overspread  them 
during  the  past  few  years,  and  he  held  his 
shaking  right  hand  with  the  two  first  fingers 
extended  high  over  his  head.  He  really 
afforded  a  very  fine  tragic  spectacle,  and 
suggested  a  kind  of  Bantu  Lear  in  appear- 
ance and  mien,  but  to  judge  by  the  behaviour 
of  the  jury  the  exhibition  was  rather  comic 
than  otherwise,  for  they  put  their  heads  to- 
gether and  laughed  consumedly.  They  knew 
the  dodges  all  these  old  niggers  get  up  to, 
and  it  was  quite  clear  that  the  old  man  had 
pitched  it  too  strong  for  sincerity.  The  old 
man's  display  evidently  impressed  his  Lord- 
ship, but  was  nevertheless  of  no  use  to  Sobede. 
The  damning  fact  remained  that  the  cattle 
had  been  stolen  from  a  farmer  in  whose 
service  he  had  for  some  time  been,  and  when 
the  passing  flash  of  insight  had  faded  from 
the  mind  of  the  judge,  no  one  in  court  except 
Sobedes  wife  and  father  had  the  slightest 
doubt  as  to  Sobede's  guilt. 

The     prosecuting    barrister    finished     his 
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address  to  his  own  entire  satisfaction,  and 
then,  sitting  down,  leaned  back  in  his  seat 
and  contemplated  the  recently-painted  cell- 
ing, conscious  of  having  done  his  duty  to 
society.  Then  the  judge  made  a  few  remarks 
of  an  analytic  nature,  inclining  at  the  same 
time  towards  the  jury-box  with  that  well- 
known  and  well-studied  air  of  forensic  friend- 
liness which  so  tends  to  establish  a  o^ood 
understanding  between  all  parties  concerned  ; 
except,  perhaps,  the  prisoner  at  the  bar. 
After  this  the  nine  heads  of  the  jurymen  bent 
towards  each  other  in  a  whispered  colloquy 
which  may  perhaps  have  lasted  for  thirty 
seconds.  Then  the  jurymen  all  stood  up 
together,  and  the  foreman  communicated 
their  verdict  as  one  of  "  guilty  "  against  the 
three  prisoners. 

Then  the  judge,  pushing  back  the  forensic 
friendliness  stop,  and  drawing  out  that  of 
judicial  austerity,  began  to  admonish  the 
prisoners,  and  It  could  be  seen  that  It  was 
at  Sobede  his  harangue  was  chiefly  aimed. 
Although  the  address  was  well  interpreted, 
Sobede  could  not  follow  the  drift  of  it,  his 
attention  being  divided  between  the  wails  of 
his  child  sounding  faintly  from  the  court- 
house yard  where  the  witnesses  were  kept, 
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and  the  little  white  tippets  which  waggled 
a  silent  accompaniment  to  his  Lordship's 
eloquence  over  the  breast  of  his  Lordship's 
beautiful  red  silk  robe.  The  baseness  of 
ingratitude  (It  had  transpired  in  the  course 
of  the  evidence  that  Sobede  had,  in  recogni- 
tion of  meritorious  service,  been  sent  away 
with  four  goats  over  and  above  his  specified 
wages)  was  enlarged  upon,  and  the  Ineradic- 
able nature  of  the  furtive  bent  in  the  average 
Bantu  was  treated  from  an  ethnological  point. 
Eventually  Sobede  found  himself  sentenced 
to  three  years'  imprisonment  with  hard  labour, 
whilst  his  companions,  who  could  not  help 
smiling  at  the  peculiarity  of  the  situation,  got 
off  each  with  a  year  less. 

After  sentence,  as  he  was  being  hurried 
through  the  court-house  yard  to  the  lock-up, 
Sobede  caught  a  glimpse  of  old  'Mbope 
crouching  with  bent  head  In  a  corner,  and 
then  he  passed  Mampltlzlli.  She  was  still 
hushing  the  baby,  who  as  yet  refused  to  be 
comforted,  and  as  her  husband  passed  her 
with  the  horror  of  the  prospect  of  three 
years  of  unmerited,  painful  servitude  darken- 
ing his  uncivilized  soul,  these  two  exchanged 
such  looks  as  are  never  forgotten  on  thi^ 
side  of  the  grave, 
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II 

Mampitizill  and  'Mbope  took  two  days 
wherein  to  perform  the  return  journey  to 
Sidote's  location,  where  they  dwelt.  Owing 
to  his  infirmities  the  old  man  walked  with 
great  difiiculty,  but  he  kept  a  good  heart, 
and  endeavoured  his  best  to  comfort  the 
miserable  wife  of  his  unhappy  son,  reminding 
her  from  his  vantage  coign  of  old  age  that 
three  years  pass  very  quickly  and  do  not, 
after  all,  make  much  of  a  slice  out  of  a  life- 
time. This  is  quite  true  when  the  lifetime 
is  regarded  from  near  the  wrong  end  of  it, 
but  such  philosophy  is  unintelligible  to  the 
young.  The  poor  woman  had  only  been 
married  about  a  year,  and  the  baby,  a  boy, 
was  not  yet  three  months  old.  It  had  not  as 
yet  even  been  given  a  name. 

They  reached  home  one  cold,  misty  even- 
ing, and  it  was  then  that  the  full  significance 
of  their  misfortune  came  home  to  them  for 
the  first  time.  The  friends  who  had  taken 
charge  of  the  premises  during  their  absence 
left  next  morning  taking  with  them  a  goat,  as 
a  reward  for  their  services,  and  all  day  long 
the  two  miserable  creatures  sat  and  hugged 
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their  misery.  The  hearth  was  cold,  the  milk- 
sacks  were  empty,  and  the  strong  arm  and 
shrewd  head  of  Sobede  were  missed  at  every 
turn. 

The  season  was  early  autumn,  and  the 
crops  were  nearly  ready  to  reap,  but  during 
their  absence  the  cattle,  the  birds,  and  maraud- 
ing children  from  kraals  In  the  next  valley 
had  so  damaged  them  that  they  were  now 
hardly  worth  the  reaping.  The  calves  of 
two  of  the  best  cows  had  died,  and  con- 
sequently milk  was  scarce.  Everything 
seemed  to  be  fallino^  Into  disoro-anization. 
A  boy  of  about  twelve  years  of  age,  a 
grandson  of  the  old  man,  was  sent  to  dwell 
at  the  kraal  for  the  purpose  of  assisting  In 
looking  after  the  stock,  but  the  loneliness 
weighed  upon  him  to  such  an  extent  that  he 
repeatedly  deserted  and  ran  home,  in  spite 
of  repeated  heavy  beatings  from  his  father, 
who  had  been  promised  a  cow  in  payment 
for  the  boy's  services. 

Mampitizili  struggled  on  bravely,  and 
carried  up  basket  after  basket  of  grain  from 
the  depleted  field,  but  when  the  last  cob  had 
been  harvested  there  was  hardly  enough  grain 
to  last  half-way  through  the  winter,  to  say 
nothing  of  seed  for  the  ensuing  spring. 
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'Mbopc  had  anolhcr  son  whose  name  was 
INIanciya.  Manclya's  mother  had  been  the 
"great  wife,"  and  consequently  he  took  pre- 
cedence of  Sobede,  whose  mother  was  the 
wife  of 'Mbopc's  "right  hand."  All  the  rest 
of  'M hope's  children  were  daughters,  and 
they  had  all  long  since  been  married.  Sobede 
was  'M hope's  youngest  child  and  his  favourite. 

Manciya  and  his  father  did  not  agree,  and 
consequently  'Mbope  had  dwelt  with  Sobede 
since  the  latter  had  married  and  set  up  a 
kraal  of  his  own  on  a  sheltered  ledge  near 
the  head  of  a  deep  valley  on  the  eastern 
fringe  of  the  Hlangweni  location.  Manciya 
had,  under  pretext  of  seniority,  seized  the 
lion's  share  of  the  cattle.  He  had,  it  is  true, 
a  right  to  a  great  deal  of  It,  but  he  took  more 
than  his  share,  and  It  was  only  after  much 
trouble  that  he  was  compelled  to  disgorge. 
However,  a  herd  of  about  twenty  head  had 
been  rescued  from  his  clutches  and  formally 
ceded  to  Sobede  as  his  prospective  share  In 
his  father's  estate,  to  be  his  unconditionally 
after  'M hope's  death. 

Manciya  now  and  then  called  to  see  his 
father.  His  kraal,  where  he  dwelt  with  his 
several  wives,  was  situated  about  five  miles 
away.      His  visits  were  not  welcome,  for  the 
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reason  that  he  always  appeared  to  assume 
that  Sobede  was  guilty,  and  this  was  resented 
by  both  'Mbope  and  Mampitizili.  Theft  of 
cattle,  especially  if  it  happens  to  be  on  a  large 
scale,  is  probably  regarded  by  the  native  of 
to-day  more  or  less  as  it  was  regarded  by  the 
moss-trooper  of  the  Scotch  Border  in  the 
sixteenth  century.  In  Sobede's  case,  how- 
ever, his  wife  and  his  father  knew  him  to  be 
sufferinof  for  a  sin  he  had  not  committed. 
The  ever-present  sense  of  injustice  made 
them  sensitive,  and  they  felt  the  inconvenience 
of  their  position  most  keenly. 

Two  years  passed,  full  of  misery  to  the 
widowed  wife  and  the  old  man  who  now  felt 
his  death  approaching,  and  keenly  longed  for 
a  sight  of  his  favourite  son  to  carry  with  him 
into  the  grave.  They  did  not  even  know  at 
which  of  the  convict  stations  Sobede  was 
serving  his  time,  for  no  word  from  him  had 
ever  reached  them  since  the  day  of  his  con- 
viction. The  little  boy  grew  strong  and  tall. 
He  was  now  able  to  run  about.  ''  Kungaye" 
was  the  name  given  to  him.  This  word 
means  "It  was  through  (or  owing  to)  him." 
This  name,  the  significance  of  which  will  be 
obvious,  was  not  given  as  a  reproach,  but  so 
that,  in  after  life,  the  son  might  remember 
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and  deplore  his  father's  unmerited  sufferings, 
of  wliich  he  had  been  the  Innocent  cause. 


Ill 

One  evening  old  'Mbope,  who  had  the 
habit  of  pottering  about  digging  out  medi- 
cinal roots  with  an  Iron  spike,  returned  and 
laid  himself  down  on  his  mat  after  refusing 
to  eat  any  supper.  The  season  was  again 
early  autumn,  and  a  bitterly  cold  wind 
swept  down  from  the  snow-flecked  Drakens- 
berg  range.  Next  day  he  was  unable  to 
arise,  and  he  lay  moaning  then  and  through- 
out the  following  night  in  a  burning  fever, 
whilst  a  cruel  cough  racked  his  spent  frame. 
His  talk,  as  he  wandered  in  delirium,  was 
ever  of  Sobede,  and  the  "  red  chief"  who 
had  punished  him  undeservedly.  The  poor 
old  man  appeared  to  imagine  that  he  was  still 
giving  evidence  at  the  trial.  In  the  early 
morning  he  tried  to  stand  up,  but  fell  back 
dead  on  his  mat. 

Manclya  came  over  and  burled  his  father, 
and  then  Mampitlzlli,  with  little  Kungaye, 
accompanied  him  back  to  his  kraal.  Manclya 
was  now  the  head  of  the  family,  and  accord- 
ing to  native  custom  the  interests  of  Sobede 


THE    RETURN   OE   SOBEDE         237 

were  vested  In  him  for  the  time  being.  The 
cattle  and  goats  were  driven  over,  and  the 
mats,  calabashes,  and  other  lares  and  penates, 
with  the  assegais  and  clubs  of  Sobede,  were 
taken  to  Manciya's  kraal.  Mampltlzlll  found 
herself  disposed  of  as  joint  occupant,  with 
Manciya's  oldest  and  ugliest  wife,  of  a  large 
hut  on  the  left-hand  side  of  the  cattle  kraal. 

For  a  time  Mampltlzlll  was  left  to  herself, 
but  within  a  few  months  she  had  come  to 
find  that  all  the  Inconvenience  she  had 
previously  suffered  was  as  nothing  compared 
to  what  she  now  had  to  endure. 

A  rumour  was  set  afloat  to  the  effect  that 
Sobede  was  dead ;  this  at  first  caused  her 
much  terror,  but  when  all  efforts  to  trace  it 
to  Its  source  had  failed,  Mampltlzlll  ceased 
to  give  it  much  credence ;  nevertheless.  It 
left  a  rankllnor  thorn  of  uneasiness  in  her 
mind.  Soon  after  this  she  began  to  see  far 
more  of  Manclya  than  she  liked,  and  then 
he  commenced  paying  her  attentions  that 
were  extremely  distasteful.  Among  the  many 
Jewish  customs  followed  by  the  Kafirs  is  the 
one  prescribed  In  the  fifth  verse  of  the  twenty- 
fifth  chapter  of  the  book  of  Deuteronomy, 
and  Manclya,  assuming  the  report  as  to 
Sobede  s  death  to  be  true,  proposed  to  follow 
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this  custom  in  Mampitizili's  case.  She,  it 
may  be  stated,  was  an  extremely  attractive 
young  woman.  Manciya  found  himself  re- 
pulsed with  indignation  over  and  over  again. 
Then  he  began  to  try  the  effect  of  harsh  and 
even  cruel  treatment  where  soft  measures  had 
failed. 

The  wife  whose  dwelling  INIampitizili  shared 
had  been  neglected  by  her  husband  for  years, 
and  was  now  savagely  jealous  of  the  attentions 
which  he  paid,  in  her  hut  and  before  her  face, 
to  a  young,  good-looking  woman,  and  she 
accordingly  gave  full  vent  to  her  spite  when 
she  saw  from  Manciya's  changed  demeanour 
that  it  was  safe  for  her  to  do  so.  Soon 
Mampitizili's  life  became  one  of  continuous 
misery.  It  was  through  little  Kungaye  that 
she  suffered  most  severely.  The  child  was 
bullied  or  beaten  every  day  by  the  other 
children,  who  were  encouraged  to  torment 
him,  and  all  attempts  at  defence  or  retaliation 
on  the  mother's  part  proved  to  be  worse  than 
useless.  The  hardest  drudgery  fell  to  Mampi- 
tizili's lot,  and  the  worst  food  was  her  scanty 
portion,  but  all  this  she  regarded  as  nothing 
in  comparison  with  what  she  had  to  endure 
in  respect  of  the  treatment  to  which  her  child 
was  subjected. 
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Sometimes  she  would  manage  to  steal 
away  and  carry  little  Kungaye  over  to  the 
old  kraal,  there  to  muse  miserably  over  the 
short-lived  happiness  that  she  and  Sobede 
had  enjoyed.  The  three  huts  were  falling 
into  decay,  the  corn-pits  in  the  kraal  were 
full  of  water,  and  the  whole  place  was  over- 
grown with  weeds.  But  here  she  had  at 
least  peace ;  the  leering,  libidinous  eye  of 
Manciya  no  longer  affronted  her,  and  she 
was  free  from  the  constant  nagging  of  his 
jealous,  spiteful  wives.  Here,  moreover,  little 
Kungaye  could  play  in  peace  with  the  little 
toy  oxen  she  had  made  for  him  out  of  mud, 
free  from  the  persecution  of  his  malevolent 
cousins. 

As  may  have  been  inferred,  it  was  Manciya 
who  had  for  his  own  purposes  set  afloat  the 
rumour  as  to  Sobede's  having  died  at  the 
convict  station.  He  knew  that  Sobede's 
return  home  might  be  expected  in  a  few 
months,  and  he  determined,  therefore,  to 
overcome  Mampitizili's  resistance  to  his 
amatory  advances  with  as  little  further  delay 
as  possible.  With  this  end  in  view  he  again 
changed  his  tactics,  and  began  once  more  to 
treat  her  with  kindness.  Amongst  other 
manifestations  of  this  may  be  mentioned  his 
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buying  a  gaudy  blanket  for  her  at  a  trader's, 
and  his  administration  of  a  most  unmerciful 
thrashing  to  her  hut-companion — to  whom, 
very  unfairly,  he  had  failed  to  notify  the 
change  In  his  tactics,  and  who  inopportunely 
was  guilty  before  his  face  of  a  spiteful  act 
towards  the  object  of  his  desires.  Mampi- 
tizili  felt  grateful,  but  kept,  nevertheless, 
strictly  on  her  guard. 

One  day  Manclya  sent  messages  to  the 
surrounding  kraals  inviting  a  number  of  his 
friends  to  a  beer-drink.  For  some  days 
previously  every  one  had  been  kept  busy 
grinding  the  "  imitombo,"  or  partly-germin- 
ated millet  from  which  the  beer  is  made,  in 
large  earthen  pots.  The  banquet  began 
early  in  the  forenoon,  and  by  the  time  the 
sun  went  down  many  heads  had  been  broken, 
and  all  the  revellers  were  extremely  drunk. 
Shortly  after  nightfall  Manciya  staggered 
into  the  hut  in  which  Mampltizili  dwelt.  The 
other  woman  was  crouching  at  the  central 
hearth  over  some  faintly-glowing  embers,  and 
her  he  struck  brutally  with  one  of  the  door- 
poles  which  he  had  stumbled  over.  The 
woman  rushed  with  a  yell  out  of  the  hut,  and 
Manciya  began  to  grope  about  in  the  darkness 
for  Mampltizili. 
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Mampitizili  took  in  the  situation  at  once. 
She  was  crouching  against  the  wall  at  the 
back  of  the  hut  when  Manciya  entered,  clasp- 
ing little  Kungaye  close  to  her.  Manciya 
passed  her  in  his  search,  and  she  leaped  to 
her  feet  and  rushed  out  into  the  night  with 
her  child. 

The  unhappy  woman  at  length  felt  that 
her  burthen  w^as  greater  than  she  could  bear ; 
— that  she  must  get  away  from  Manciya's 
kraal  now  and  for  ever, — even  if  she  had  to 
fling  herself  into  the  cold,  dark,  deep  pool  of 
the  river  just  below  the  waterfall.  But  that 
might  happen  to-morrow ;  for  to-night  she 
would  return  to  the  old  kraal,  for  the  last 
time.  She  felt  she  would  like  to  sleep  once 
more  in  the  hut  that  she  and  Sobede  had 
occupied  together.  The  season  was  late 
winter.  She  hurried  on  through  the  dark- 
ness with  hot  head  and  cold,  bruised  feet. 
The  night  was  cloudless  and  still,  and  a 
heavy  frost  was  settling  down  through  the 
keen,  crisp  air.  Soon  the  eastern  sky  began 
to  whiten,  and  then  the  moon  lit  up  the 
snowy  masses  of  the  Drakensberg  rising 
abruptly  to  her  left.  The  child  shivered  and 
clung  to  her  mutely  ;  he  had  acquired  the 
habit  of  mutely  enduring. 
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At  length  she  reached  the  rocky  ledge 
upon  which  the  three  huts  stood,  facing 
down  the  valley.  Broken  and  dilapidated 
as  they  were,  they  seemed  to  her  like  a  city 
of  refuge  and  peace.  The  largest  hut  was 
that  which  stood  in  the  centre  facing  the 
entrance  to  the  stone  cattle  enclosure. 
Mampitizili  approached  this  hut  from  the 
back,  with  faltering  steps,  half-blinded  with 
her  tears,  and  shaken  by  sobs  wrung  from 
the  depths  of  her  despair. 

A  portion  of  the  wall  of  the  hut  had  fallen 
in  at  one  side,  and,  as  Mampitizili  passed  the 
aperture  thus  formed,  she  uttered  a  cry  and 
fell  to  the  ground  in  terror,  for  a  fire  was 
alight  in  the  centre  of  the  hut,  and  a  man 
with  his  back  towards  her  lay  next  to  it, 
half  covered  by  a  blanket. 


IV 

Sobede,  after  his  sentence,  was  drafted 
with  other  convicted  prisoners  to  the  convict 
station  at  Port  St.  John's,  on  the  coast  of 
Pondoland  and  at  the  mouth  of  the  Um- 
zimvubu  river.  Here,  every  working  day, 
he  trundled  a  wheel-barrow  filled  with  gravel 
at  the  bluff  that  was  being  broken  down  for 
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the  purpose,  and  tipped  it  into  the  lagoon 
which,  before  it  was  thus  filled  up,  wound 
sinuously  through  the  little  village.  When 
each  day's  work  was  done,  he  was  marched 
with  the  other  convicts  to  the  prison,  which 
was  built  of  galvanized  iron  on  the  flattened 
top  of  a  sand-hill  overlooking  the  deep  blue 
wonder  of  the  Indian  Ocean,  and  the  lovely 
river-mouth  with  its  beetling  cliffs  and  steep 
forest-fringed  slopes.  He  was  w^ell  fed 
and  comfortably  housed  ;  the  work  was  not 
heavy,  nor  were  the  working  hours  dis- 
tressingly long.  The  only  things  that 
troubled  him  much,  after  the  first  wild, 
desperate  feeling  of  being  trapped  had 
passed  away,  were  the  monotony  of  the 
life,  the  restraint,  always  so  specially  irk- 
some to  uncivilized  man,  and  the  longing 
to  obtain  news  of  his  wife  and  child,  of 
his  father  and  his  cattle. 

The  climate  of  Port  St.  John's,  the 
gentle  haze  that  seems  to  steal  into  the 
soul  and  allay  every  Irritation,  the  health- 
giving  breath  and  the  commiserating  murmur 
of  the  great  ocean,  all  brought  him  peace. 
Thus  the  time  passed  more  quickly  and  less 
painfully  than  he  had  expected.  Moreover, 
he  obtained  the  remission  of  six  weeks  for 
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each  year  of  his  sentence,  such  as  is  allowed 
to  all  well-conducted  convicts  whose  sen- 
tences exceed  a  certain  limit.  Of  the  regu- 
lation authorizing  this  he  and  his  family  had 
been  unaware. 

At  length  he  one  day  found  himself  a  free 
man,  with  a  clear  conscience  and  in  perfect 
health.  In  spite  of  having  herded  with 
evil-doers  he  came  out  of  prison  a  better 
man  than  he  had  entered  it.  He  had  en- 
dured heavy  tribulation  without  losing  hope  ; 
he  had  never  lost  hold  of  his  past  and  his 
future  ;  he  had  instinctively  and  insensibly 
acquired  a  healthy  philosophy  under  the 
stress  of  his  unmerited  misfortune. 

Now  he  looked  forward  to  meeting,  within 
a  few  days,  the  wife,  child,  and  father  whom, 
in  spite  of  his  black  skin  and  his  uncivilized 
nature,  he  dearly  loved.  Conscious  of  his 
innocence  and  buoyant  with  hope,  Sobede, 
as  he  walked  down  the  hill  from  the  convict 
station  after  his  release,  held  his  head  erect 
and  looked  every  man  he  met  straight  in  the 
face.  He  was  probably  a  better  man  than 
most  of  those  who  would  have  felt  themselves 
contaminated  by  touching  him. 

It  is  a  long  day's  walk  from  Port  St.  John's 
to   Sidote's  location,  and  the  whole  course 
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lies  up-hill.  Sobede  was,  however,  In  per- 
fect condition,  and  although  he  hurried  on, 
walking  all  day  long  and  half  the  night,  he 
felt  less  and  less  fatigue  the  farther  he  went. 
The  cold  was  severe  In  the  higher  altitudes, 
and  he  felt  it  considerably  after  his  nearly 
three  years  spent  at  sea-level,  but  this  he 
did  not  mind.  His  warm  hearth,  with 
Mampltlzlll  and  the  child,  who,  he  thought, 
must  now  be  big  and  old  enough  to  run 
about  and  talk,  was  waitino-  for  him,  and  once 
there  his  troubles  would  all  be  foro-otten. 

Upon  taking  his  discharge,  a  few  shillings 
wherewith  to  buy  food  on  his  homeward 
journey  had  been  given  to  him  by  the 
superintendent  of  the  convict  station.  Of 
this  money  he  spent  hardly  any.  Natives 
are  extremely  hospitable  to  strangers,  and 
all  through  Pondoland  and  the  Xesibe 
country   Sobede    never  lacked    food    to  eat. 

The  last  day  of  Sobede's  journey  dawned 
at  last.  His  course  now  lay  along  a  main 
road  running  over  farms  occupied  by 
Europeans,  so  he  met  with  hardly  any 
people,  nor  did  he  see  a  single  one  whom 
he  knew.  Just  before  sundown  he  came 
to  a  wagon  outspanned,  the  owner  of  which 
had  just  slaughtered  a  goat.      Thinking  it 
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probable  that  there  would  be  no  fresh  meat 
at  Ill's  kraal,  Sobede  invested  a  shilling  of 
his  maintenance-money  in  goat-flesh.  He  cut 
a  hole  in  the  lump  of  meat,  stuck  his  stick 
through  it,  and  carried  it  over  his  shoulder. 

Sobede's  kraal  was  situated  almost  on 
the  verge  of  the  Hlangweni  location,  and 
the  footpath  leading  to  it  from  the  main 
road  passed  no  other  dwellings  of  men.  It 
was  sundown  when  he  reached  the  point 
at  which  the  footpath  diverged,  leading  up 
the  valley  at  the  upper  end  of  which  the 
huts  were  built.  His  feet  were  w^orn  and 
sore  from  the  long  walk,  but  he  hurried 
along  the  steep,  rugged  course  with  firm 
nervous  steps.  It  was  almost  dark  when  he 
began  to  ascend  the  short,  steep  lip  of  the 
ledge.  It  struck  him  as  being  strange  that 
he  had  seen  no  signs  of  cattle  or  other 
animals,  nor  had  he  even  heard  the  bark 
of  a  dog.  Perhaps,  he  thought,  those  at  the 
kraal  had  gone  to  sleep,  and  the  dogs  crept 
in  under  shelter  from  the  cold.  Of  course, 
he  was  not  expected  for  another  four  months, 
as  his  family  knew  nothing  of  the  good- 
conduct   remission. 

He  reached  the  top  of  the  ledge  ;  there 
sure  enough,  he  could  see  the  outline  of  each 
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hut  In  the  shadow  of  the  dark  hill-side, 
beneath  the  faintly-gleaming  western  sky. 
— But  what  was  the  matter  ?  Not  only 
was  there  no  sign  of  life,  but  he  was  sur- 
rounded by  indications  of  desolation  and 
decay.  The  weeds  were  growing  thickly 
all  around  him.  Sobede  stepped  forward 
with  faltering  steps  and  a  sinking  heart  and 
made  for  the  largest  hut.  He  saw  that  the 
wall  had  partly  fallen  in  on  one  side,  the 
door  had  disappeared,  and  a  gleam  of  stars 
showed  through  a  ragged  gap  in  the  roof 
Sobede  flung  himself  to  the  ground  before 
the  threshold,  and  sobbed  like  a  tired  and 
despairing  child. 

He  lay  until  the  keen  frost  chilled  him 
to  the  bone.  Then  he  arose  and  began  to 
search  for  fuel,  which  he  found  without  any 
difficulty.  Then  he  drew  a  little  of  the 
tinder-dry  grass  from  the  roof,  and  by  means 
of  his  flint,  steel,  and  touchwood,  soon  lit  a 
fire  on  the  cold  and  barren  hearth.  The  hut 
was  in  a  fearfully  dilapidated  and  dirty  state, 
but  with  a  broom  extemporized  out  of  a 
small  bush  which  he  plucked  outside,  he 
swept  the  place  out.  Amongst  the  rubbish 
he  found  several  of  the  little  clay  oxen  which 
Mampitizili  had  made  for  Kungaye,  and  the 
sight  of  these  formed  a  small  nucleus  of  hope 
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in  his  mind,  around  which  shreds  of  comfort 
began  to  gather.  No  doubt,  he  thought, 
MampitiziH  and  the  old  man  had,  for  good 
and  sufficient  reasons,  removed  to  Manciya's 
or  to  some  other  part  of  the  location.  To- 
morrow he  would,  no  doubt,  find  them.  To- 
night he  felt  far  too  weary,  after  the  shock  of 
his  disappointment,  to  seek  them  even  at 
Manciya's  kraal.  All  the  fatigues  of  the 
previous  five  days  seemed  to  creep  into  his 
bones  at  once,  and  he  felt,  for  the  time  being, 
completely  crushed. 

Sobede  cooked  a  portion  of  the  goat-flesh, 
ate  it,  and  then  laid  himself  down,  wrapped 
in  his  blanket,  at  the  side  of  the  fire.  The 
wind  had  completely  died  away,  and  the 
frosty  night  seemed  tense  with  utter  silence. 

With  the  keen  senses  of  his  race  Sobede 
became  aware  of  an  approaching  footstep. 
It  was  not  so  much  that  he  heard  any  sound, 
as  that  he  felt  a  slight  rhythmic  tremor  of 
the  ground  beneath  him.  The  footstep  drew 
nearer,  and  then  the  sound  of  sobbing  could 
be  heard.  Sobede  did  not  move ;  he  was 
not  in  the  slightest  degree  alarmed,  and  was 
far  too  weary  and  heartsore  to  feel  interested 
in  anything  just  then.  Then  he  heard  a  cry 
and  a  sound  as  of  some  one  falling  heavily 
to  the  ground. 
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He  arose,  seized  a  burning  stick  from  the 
fire,  and  went  outside.  He  saw  a  woman 
crouching  to  the  ground,  with  her  face  hidden 
in  her  hands.  CHngIng  to  her  was  a  Httle 
child,  who  gazed  up  at  Sobede  with  wide, 
terror-strained  eyes.  Sobede  bent  down  and 
touched  the  woman  on  the  shoulder,  telling 
her  to  arise  and  have  no  fear.  At  the  sound 
of  his  voice  the  woman  looked  up  quickly 
with  a  start  of  recognition  and  a  cry  of  joy, 
and  Sobede  saw  that  her  face  was  the  face  of 
Mampitizili.  Then  he  flung  down  the  spent 
firebrand,  and  clasped  his  wife  and  son  in  a 
long,  silent  embrace. 

Soon  the  three  were  sitting  together  in 
the  hut,  where  the  fire  was  now  again  blazing 
cheerfully  ; — the  man  and  the  woman  with 
hearts  too  full  for  speech,  and  the  child 
looking  with  wonder  at  the  big  stranger  who 
did  not  treat  him  unkindly. 

Mampitizili  and  Kungaye  were  faint  from 
hunger,  so  the  goat-flesh  was  soon  cut  into 
strips,  roasted  upon  the  embers,  and  eaten  as 
a  sort  of  sacrament  of  reunion.  Then  Sobede 
fetched  water  in  a  broken  earthen  pot  from 
the  little  streamlet  that  babbled  down  the  gully 
at  the  side  of  the  ledge,  and  they  washed  out 
their  mouths,  Kafir  fashion,  and  drank  of  the 
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icy-cold  water,  which  seemed  to  taste  more 
delicious  than  the  best  calabash-milk. 

It  was  long  before  they  could  find  words 
to  express  all  that  made  big  their  hearts. 
Sobede  heard  of  the  death  of  his  father  with 
equanimity ;  the  natives,  with  true  philo- 
sophy, look  upon  the  visitation  of  death  to 
the  old  and  infirm  without  regret.  Bit  by 
bit — the  little  boy  sleeping  peacefully  at  their 
feet  as  they  talked — the  whole  shameful  story 
of  Manciya's  conduct  was  told.  But  Sobede 
was  too  happy  to  be  angry  for  long  even 
under  this  provocation.  His  wife  and  child 
were  safe  with  him,  and  he  knew  that  Man- 
ciya  dared  not  refuse  to  give  up  his  cattle, — 
the  headman  and  the  magistrate  would  see 
to  that.  They  decided  to  remain  at  the  old 
kraal,  and  to  commence  repairing  the  huts 
on  the  following  day. 

Of  all  the  myriad  dwellings  of  men  upon 
which  the  snowy  peaks  of  the  Drakensberg 
glanced  down  that  night  in  cold  disdain  of 
man  and  his  destinies,  none  held  such  happy 
human  hearts  as  did  this  hut  without  a  door, 
with  the  wall  falling  down  in  ruin,  and 
through  the  gaping  roof  of  which  the  frost 
fell  from  a  wintry  sky. 


THE  QUICK  AND  THE  DEAD^ 


"  O  wretched  man  that  I  am  !  who  shall  deliver  me  from 
the  body  of  this  death  ?  " — Romans  vii.  24. 

I 

IVrOMFUNDA  sat  smoking  his  pipe 
■^  ^  alongside  the  fire  he  had  Ht  close  to 
the  spring  gushing  out  at  the  foot  of  the  big 
cliff  at  the  upper  end  of  Krantz  Vogel  Kloof. 
The  cliff  arose  sheer  three  hundred  feet,  and 
at  each  side  of  It  the  steep,  broken  terraces 
of  the  mountain,  covered  with  huddled 
patches  of  Immense  boulders,  swelled  out 
into  mighty  flanks.  From  between  the 
boulders  gnarled  and  stunted  trees  grew, 
rooted  in  soil  so  deep  down  In  the  fissures 
that  It  could  not  be  seen.  Here  and  there 
dark,  ragged-edged  chasms  yawned.     These 

1  This    story    has   appeared   in    the   South    African 
Telegraph. 
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bouldcr-patchcs  were  bordered  by  fringes  of 
scrubby  forest,  (uitside  which  grew  coarse, 
matted  grass. 

It  was  a  hot  day  in  late  spring,  and 
Nomfunda  felt  drowsy.  The  bleatlngs  of  a 
flock  of  sheep  came  faintly  to  his  ear.  His 
dog  lay  curled  up  at  his  feet.  The  day  was 
at  noon.  A  light  breeze  hushed  faintly 
through  the  tree-tops,  soothing  as  the 
whisper  of  Somnus,  and  then  died  away. 
Nomfunda  slept. 

Nomfunda  was  the  shepherd  of  Sarel 
Marais,  the  proprietor  of  the  farm  which 
took  its  name  from  the  thickly-wooded  kloof 
at  the  head  of  which  he,  Nomfunda,  lay 
sleeping.  Sarel  Marais  had  over  and  over 
again  warned  him  not  to  come  with  his 
sheep  to  this  neighbourhood,  for  the  reason 
that  animals  were  so  apt  to  get  lost  In  the 
broken  ground  through  falling  into  the 
fissures  ;  and  Sarel's  eldest  son  ''  Rooi  Jan  " 
— so  called  on  account  of  his  red  hair — had 
sworn  to  have  Nomfunda's  life  if  he  ever 
again  disobeyed  In  this  respect.  However, 
on  the  present  occasion  Nomfunda  felt  safe, 
for  old  Sarel  was  absent  from  home,  and 
"  Rooi  Jan  "  had  only  a  few  hours  previously 
departed  on    horsebackj  for  a    farm    several 
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"hours"  distant,  where  the  girl  he  meant  to 
marry  in  a  few  months'  time  resided. 

The  foot  of  the  diff  where  the  spring 
gushed  out  had  a  pecuHar  fascination  for 
Nomfunda.  It  was  cool  on  the  hottest  day. 
The  water  plashed  from  under  a  jutting 
ledge  and  scattered  moisture  over  luxuriant 
masses  of  fern.  The  *'  umgwenya,"  or 
"  Kafir  plum,"  grew  plentifully  in  the  forest 
close  at  hand,  and  the  holes  in  the  porous 
cliff  were  full  of  bees'  nests  brimming  with 
the  storage  of  industrious  years.  These 
bees  were  of  the  small,  black,  forest  variety, 
which  is  celebrated  as  being  extremely 
savage  when  interfered  with  ;  this  fact,  and 
the  inaccessibility  of  the  nests,  accounted 
for  their  still  being  in  existence.  However, 
Nomfunda  was  an  expert  and  daring  honey- 
hunter,  and  was  extremely  pachydermatous  ; 
he  hardly  ever  came  to  this  spot  without 
plundering  a  nest  and  feeding  on  honey  to 
repletion. 

Moreover,  an  antelope  known  as  the 
**  klipsprlnger "  was  to  be  found  in  large 
numbers  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  Nom- 
funda's  dog  thoroughly  understood  the  way 
to  circumvent  this  animal.  Sometimes,  quite 
on  its  own  account,   the  dog  would  drive  a 


254      I'HE    OUICfC    AND    THE    DEAD 

buck  to  the  point  of  some  rock-pinnacle  in 
the  vicinity,  and  there  hold  it  prisoner  until 
Nomfunda,  guided  by  the  dog's  baying, 
would  hurry  to  the  spot  and  knock  the  buck 
over  with  his  knob-kerrie.  This  dog  was 
an  utter  mongrel  showing  traces  of  extremely 
diverse  canine  types.  Its  enemies  declared 
they  could  even  see  a  great  deal  of  the 
jackal  in  it.  The  dog  was,  however,  utterly 
faithful  to  its  master,  and  had  a  wonderful 
knack  of  bailing  up  '' klipspringers."  One 
peculiarity  of  the  animal's  was  that  it  never 
barked. 

When  Nomfunda  awoke  It  was  to  find 
*'  Rooi  Jan,"  gun  in  hand,  watching  him. 
Nomfunda  instinctively  grasped  his  knob- 
kerrie,  which  lay  on  the  ground  next  to 
him,  and  sprang  to  his  feet.  The  dog 
ran  behind  its  master  and  crouched,  show- 
ing its  teeth.  ''Rooi  Jan"  regarded  Nom- 
funda in  silence  for  some  seconds,  and 
Nomfunda  returned  his  gaze.  Then  "  Rooi 
Jan "  spoke,  using  the  Dutch  language, 
which  Nomfunda,  who  had  worked  among 
the  Boers  for  several  years,  understood 
fairly  well. 

"  Did  I  not  tell  you  never  to  bring  the 
sheep  up  here  ?  " 
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'^a,  Baas."^ 

"  Did  I  not  tell  you  that  if  ever  you  did, 

I  would  shoot  you  for  the  d d  Kafir  dog 

that  you  are  ?  " 

'*Ja,  Baas." 

''  Then,"  uttered  ''  Rooi  Jan,"  his  face 
distorted  with  fury,  and  his  voice  coming  in 
husky  gasps,  as  he  deliberately,  one  after 
the  other,  drew  back  the  hammers  of  his 
double-barrelled  gun,  ''  to-day  will  I  do  it  ; 
to-day  you  are  dead  ;  to-day  will  your  black 
carcase  lie  down  among  the  rocks  with  the 
bones  of  the  sheep  that  you " 

Nomfunda  had  all  this  time  kept  his  eyes 
on  the  face  of  the  enraged  Boer,  and  when, 
blind  and  quivering,  ''  Rooi  Jan  "  lifted  the 
gun  to  his  shoulder,  Nomfunda  sprang  to 
one  side,  whilst  the  charge  of  buck-shot 
passed  so  close  to  his  head  that  he  felt  the 
wind  of  it.  Then,  as  "  Rooi  Jan,"  cursing 
his  own  clumsiness,  was  again  raising  the 
gun  to  his  shoulder,  Nomfunda  lifted  his 
knob-kerrie  and  flung  it  with  all  his  force. 
The  heavy  knob  caught  ''  Rooi  Jan  "  on  the 
left  temple,  and  he  fell  backwards,  and  lay 
on  the  ground  motionless. 

Numfunda  had  no  idea  that  ''Rooi  Jan" 
1  '*  Yes,  Master." 
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was  seriously  injured.  The  first  thing  he 
did  was  to  seize  the  gun  and  pitch  it  down 
the  kloof  into  a  very  thick  patch  of  fern. 
Then  he  picked  up  his  kerrie,  returned  to 
the  seat  he  had  occupied  when  ''  Rooi  Jan" 
arrived,  and  sat  down  to  await  developments. 
He  knew  he  had  done  wrong,  and  was 
prepared,  as  natives  generally  are,  to  take 
his  punishment  like  a  man.  The  dog  be- 
came very  uneasy  ;  it  began  to  whine  and 
cowered  against  its  master,  with  ears  cocked, 
tail  tucked  under,  and  hair  on  end  all  along 
the  back. 

Nomfunda  sat  for  a  long  time  wondering 
why  "Rooi  Jan"  did  not  move.  Then  he 
stood  up  and  examined  the  injured  man,  who 
had  fallen  on  his  back  across  a  flat  stone. 
His  head  lay  back  and  his  mouth  was  wide 
open.  A  very  small  trickle  of  blood  came 
from  his  left  temple,  and  dabbled  his  hair. 
Nomfunda  plucked  a  delicate  frond  of  fern 
and  held  it  in  front  of  "  Rooi  Jan's"  gaping 
mouth  and  nostrils.  It  moved  only  to  the 
trembling  of  the  hand  that  held  it. 

For  a  long  time  Nomfunda  could  not 
realize  what  had  happened ;  surely,  he 
thought,  a  little  wound  like  that  could  not 
cause  death.     Then   the  shadows  began   to 
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fall  the  other  way,  the  brown  hawks  came 
screaming  out  of  their  nests  in  the  cliff,  and 
the  bees  came  up  the  kloof  in  a  steady 
stream.  Still  '*  Rooi  Jan"  lay  motionless, 
the  ghastly  pallor  of  his  face  and  stretched 
throat  contrasting  forcibly  with  the  vivid  red 
of  his  hair  and  beard.  Large,  blue  flies 
buzzed  round  in  ever-increasing  numbers, 
and  eventually  a  few  of  them  settled  on  the 
nostrils  and  lips  of  the  corpse.  Then  Nom- 
funda  realized  that  his  master's  son  was  dead 
and  that  he  had  killed  him. 

The  wretched  man  already  felt  the  strang- 
ling rope  around  his  neck.  He  was  young 
and  he  loved  his  life.  A  flush  of  hope 
passed  through  him.  No  one  saw  the  deed 
— he  would  hide  the  body  down  one  of  the 
clefts.  No,  that  would  not  do  ;  a  search  was 
sure  to  be  made  about  here,  and  the  smell 
would  betray  the  hiding-place.  The  body 
must  be  hidden  far  away,  high  up  on  the 
mountain,  in  some  secret  place  where  it 
would  never  be  discovered. 

Nomfunda  was  of  powerful  build,  and 
**  Rooi  Jan  "  had  not  been  a  very  big  man. 
The  blood  had  long  since  ceased  trickling, 
so  after  carefully  removing  the  small  quantity 
that  had  stained  the  stones,  Nomfunda  lifted 


258     THE    QUICK    AND   THE    DEAD 

the  corpse  upon  his  shoulder  and  began 
ascending  the  steep  mountain  side.  His 
course  laid  for  the  most  part  through 
cover,  but  he  had  now  and  then  to  emerge 
into  comparatively  open  spaces.  Each  time, 
before  doing  this,  he  carefully  reconnoitred, 
but  not  a  human  being  was  In  sight  In 
any  direction.  At  length  he  reached  the 
bleak  and  broken  top  of  the  mountain,  and 
then  he  made  straight  for  a  small  cavern 
he  knew  of,  the  mouth  of  which  was  con- 
cealed by  shrubs.  Here  he  laid  the  body, 
and  after  carefully  re-adjustIng  the  shrubs  at 
the  entrance,  he  returned  to  his  sheep  by  a 
different  course.  The  flock  was  scattered 
along  the  flanks  of  the  mountain  ;  he  at 
once  collected  it  and  drove  it  down  to  the 
kraal  at  the  homestead,  where  he  arrived  at 
the  usual  time.  Then  he  joined  the  other 
servants  in  the  hut  wherein  they  dwelt  to- 
gether, cooked  and  ate  his  supper  and  laid 
himself  down  wrapped  In  his  blanket, — 
just  as  though  nothing  had  happened.  But 
he  lay  awake  during  the  whole  night,  think- 
ing of  "  Rooi  Jan,"  whilst  the  dogs  howled 
weirdly  beneath  the  unregarding  stars. 
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II 

The  disappearance  of  "  Rooi  Jan  "  caused 
great  surprise  and  uneasiness.  He  had  left 
the  homestead  early  In  the  morning  after  an 
early  breakfast,  with  the  avowed  Intention  of 
visiting  the  farm  of  Jacob  Venter,  which  was 
situated  about  fifteen  miles  away,  and  where 
the  girl  lived  to  whom  he  was  engaged  to  be 
married.  He  meant  to  return  during  the 
afternoon  of  the  same  day.  It  now  tran- 
spired that  he  had  not  reached  Venter's 
farm.  Each  one  of  the  servants,  Including 
Nomfunda,  was  closely  questioned,  but  appa- 
rently nothing  had  been  seen  of  the  missing 
man  since  he  disappeared  riding  along  the 
road  which  scarped  round  the  bluff  just 
below  the  homestead,  early  in  the  morning. 
The  spoor  of  his  horse  was  traced  along  the 
road  from  here  by  an  old  Hottentot  named 
Gezwint,  who  was  celebrated  as  a  tracker. 
This  spoor  was  found  to  lead  along  the  road 
for  some  distance,  and  then  turn  abruptly  to 
the  left  towards  the  wooded  kloof,  at  the  upper 
end  of  which,  four  miles  away,  "  Rooi  Jan  " 
had  met  his  doom.  It  was  late  in  the  after- 
noon when  the  fact  of  the  spoor  turning  out 
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of  the  road  was  discovered,  and  night  fell 
before  it  could  be  traced  to  any  distance 
worth  speaking  of  from  this  point. 

Next  morning  at  daylight  the  tracking 
was  resumed.  Old  Sarel  Marais  had  been 
sent  for,  but  had  not  yet  arrived.  Several 
of  the  neighbouring  farmers  had  been  sent  for 
to  come  and  assist  in  the  search.  The  party  on 
the  spoor  consisted  of  old  Gezwint,  *'Rooi 
Jan's  "  younger  brothers  Piet  and  Willem — 
aged,  respectively,  fifteen  and  fourteen  years 
— six  young  farmers,  and  several  native  farm 
servants.  Old  Gezwint  worked  like  a  blood- 
hound, deciphering  almost  invisible  signs 
upon  the  rough,  stony  ground,  and  casting 
back  whenever  at  fault.  On  again  verifying 
the  spoor  after  a  check,  he  would  call  out 
*'  Hier's  hij  "  ('*  Here  he  is  "),  and  again  run 
forward  on  the  slot,  followed  at  a  respectful 
distance  by  the  others,  who  left  the  real 
business  of  the  tracking  to  his  well-known 
skill.  It  was  at  about  noon  that  they  came 
upon  ''  Rooi  Jan's  "  grey  mare,  saddled  and 
bridled,  and  tied  to  a  tree  deep  in  the  bush. 
From  this  point  they  followed  swiftly  and 
without  a  check  the  slot  of  a  boot  up 
the  kloof  to  the  spring  under  the  cliff. 
Here    the  spoor  ceased.      They   found    the 
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remains  of  a  recent  fire,  and  the  tracks  of 
naked  human  feet,  and  of  a  dog.  Beyond 
this  point  a  spoor  was  hardly  to  be  hoped 
for  because  of  the  nature  of  the  ground. 
They  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  hi  searching 
among  the  rocky  chasms,  but  when  night  fell 
they  had  found  no  further  track,  nor  any  sign 
of  the  missing  man.  Upon  the  search  party 
reaching  the  homestead  an  hour  later,  it  was 
found  that  the  flock  of  sheep  had  not  been 
brought  back  to  the  kraal,  and  that  Nom- 
funda,  the  shepherd,  was  missing. 


HI 

Nomfunda  was  herding  his  sheep  on  the 
open,  grassy  slope  to  the  left-hand  side  of 
the  kloof  when  the  search  party  was  at 
work.  The  day  was  clear  and  still,  and  he 
could  tell  the  whereabouts  of  the  trackers 
from  the  shouts  which  arose  from  time  to 
time.  As  the  trackers  advanced  towards 
the  head  of  the  kloof,  Nomfunda  drove  his 
flock  along  the  hill-side  by  a  parallel  course 
until  the  broken  ground  was  almost  reached. 
Then  he  darted  past  the  flock,  and  taking  a 
course  still  further  to  the  right,  through  some 
scrub,  he  worked  his  round-about  way  to  the 


262      THE    QUICK    AND   THE    DEAD 

top  of  the  cliff  overhanging  the  scene  of  the 
tragedy.  Mere  he  lay  down  just  above  a 
jutting  bush,  through  the  branches  of  which 
he  could  see  without  being  seen. 

He  saw  the  party  emerge  from  the  forest 
and  disappear  out  of  the  range  of  his  vision 
under  the  ledge  where  the  spring  gushed  out. 
He  could  faintly  hear  the  sound  of  voices, 
but  without  being  able  to  distinguish  the 
words.  After  a  while  he  saw  the  men  emerge 
and  scatter  about  among  the  rocks,  searching. 
He  made  sure  they  had  found  the  gun,  but  had 
no  fear  just  then  of  their  being  able  to  trace 
the  body.  It  was  almost  dark  when  the 
party  withdrew,  but  Nomfunda  had  been  so 
absorbed  in  watching  their  operations  that  he 
had  lost  all  recollection  of  his  sheep.  He 
had  been  in  a  state  of  complete  fascination 
during  the  whole  afternoon.  Sometimes  one 
or  other  of  the  searchers  would  take  more  or 
less  the  course  along  which  the  body  had 
been  carried  up  the  mountain.  When  such 
happened,  the  unfortunate  culprit  w^ould  give 
himself  up  for  lost :  the  cavern  would  inevit- 
ably be  found  and  searched.  Then  the  man 
who  caused  his  uneasiness  would  proceed  in 
another  direction,  and  a  joyous,  unreasoning 
relief  would  take  possession  of  the  watcher, 


THE  QUICK   AND   THE    DEAD     263 

only  to  be  dissipated  when  one  of  the  others 
would  accidentally  take  the  former  course. 

The  stars  came  out  one  by  one,  and  at 
length  the  last  shred  of  daylight  died  out  of 
the  sky.  Then  Nomfunda  sat  up  and  con- 
sidered. He  had  lain  on  the  same  spot  and 
in  the  same  position  for  hours  and  hours.  He 
began  to  collect  his  wandering  wits.  He  sud- 
denly remembered  his  sheep.  Why  had  he 
come  up  on  the  mountain  at  all  ?  he  asked  him- 
self in  desperation.  He  could  not  now  return, 
for  it  would  be  impossible  for  him  to  give  an 
explanation  of  his  absence.  Why  had  he 
not  returned  with  his  flock  at  sundown  ? 
Fool,  fool — thus  to  tie  the  rope  around  his 
own  neck.  No,  it  would  never  do  to  return. 
He  must  escape  ; — but  where  to  ?  The 
alarm  had  been  given ;  he  was  known  to 
everybody  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  all 
would  now  be  on  the  watch  after  he  had 
practically  admitted  his  guilt  by  remaining 
away  from  the  homestead  just  when  he  ought 
to  have  been  most  particular  to  avoid  any 
conduct  calculated  to  cause  suspicion.  No, 
he  must  remain  on  the  mountain, — for  some 
time  at  all  events.  He  had  his  day's  ration 
with  him,  but  it  was  still  untouched,  for  all 
day  long  he  had  been  unable  to  eat.     He 
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was  now  hungry,  but  he  determined  to  keep 
the  food  for  the  morrow.  The  dog  had  lain 
quietly  next  to  him  all  day  ;  its  ears  were 
cocked,  its  dilated  nostrils  were  continuously 
working,  and  the  ridge  of  hair  along  the 
back  w^as  still  erect. 

Next  morning's  daw^n  found  Nomfunda 
still  lying  at  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  and  the 
searchers  again  at  work  among  the  fissures. 
It  w^as,  they  made  sure,  in  one  or  the  other 
of  these  that  the  body  of  "  Rooi  Jan"  would 
be  found  concealed.  Since  the  disappearance 
of  Nomfunda,  everybody  was  certain  he  had 
murdered  the  ''  Klein  Baas,"  ^  as  "  Rooi  Jan  " 
was  called.  The  whole  forenoon  was  wasted 
on  the  lower  parts  of  the  mountain.  Nom- 
funda still  lay  on  the  top  of  the  cliff  and 
watched  the  searchers.  He  now  suffered 
from  a  burning  thirst,  but  until  nightfall  he 
must  endure  this  physical,  in  addition  to  his 
mental  misery. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  a  shrill  yell  of 
''  Hier's  hij  "  arose  from  Gezwint,  the  old 
sleuth-Hottentot.  He  had  again  found  the 
spoor.  All  that  could  be  seen  was  a  frayed 
pad  of  lichen  on  a  sloping  stone,  higher  up 
than  any  of  the  other  searchers  had  reached. 
1  "  Little  Master." 
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From  this  stone  the  spoor  was  taken  on 
slowly  and  with  difficulty  until  sundown,  by 
which  time  it  had  been  verified  to  the  very 
top  of  the  mountain,  and  within  about  four 
hundred  yards  of  where  the  haggard  watcher 
lay,  enduring  more  than  the  agonies  of  death, 
at  his  post  on  the  edge  of  the  cliff. 

But  the  spoor  could  then  be  traced  no 
further,  and  the  nature  of  the  ground  ren- 
dered it  extremely  unlikely  that  any  more 
tracks  would  be  found.  The  top  of  the 
mountain  was  composed  of  flat  stones  lying 
closely  together,  and  bare  even  of  lichen. 

At  nightfall  the  searchers  again  returned  to 
the  homestead,  and  Nomfunda  hurried  down 
the  mountain  to  the  spring,  from  which  he 
drank  his  fill  of  the  pure,  cold,  delicious 
water,  the  dog  lapping  next  to  him.  Then 
he  again  ascended  the  mountain,  stepping 
carefully  from  stone  to  stone  so  as  to  avoid 
making  a  spoor.  In  places  where  the  stones 
were  not  continuous  he  carried  the  dog  in 
his  arms.  He  knew  the  animal  was  a  source 
of  danger  to  him,  and  he  thought  of  tying  its 
mouth  up  and  its  legs  together  and  cutting 
its  throat,  but  he  remembered  that  the  signs 
of  the  deed  would  be  so  much  more  to  con- 
ceal, and,  moreover,  he  could  not  endure  the 
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thought  of  the  utter  loneHness  which  would 
be  his  lot  without  the  dog's  companionship. 

At  midnight  Nomfunda  was  sitting  on  a 
stone  near  the  very  summit  of  the  mountain. 
The  place  where  the  body  was  concealed  was 
about  half-a-mile  from  him.  The  night  was 
cold,  but  he  did  not  feel  any  inconvenience 
although  clothed  only  in  a  threadbare  cotton 
blanket.  He  had  been  for  two  days  almost 
without  food,  and  for  three  nights  he  had  not 
slept,  yet  he  knew  neither  hunger  nor  fatigue. 
Just  then  he  felt  fairly  comfortable.  He  was 
quite  easy  in  his  mind  about  the  body ;  it 
would  never  be  found — none  of  the  searchers 
would  ever  dream  of  looking  in  that  cave — 
probably    none   of    them    even    knew  of  its 

existence Nomfunda  sprang  to  his  feet 

and  gasped  for  breath,  whilst  his  very  heart 
seemed  to  freeze  in  his  breast.  Had  he  not 
himself  shown  this  very  cave  to  young  Piet, 
"  Rooi  Jan's"  brother,  one  day  when  they 
together  were  seeking  strayed  horses  about 
two  years  ago  ?  Fool,  and  again  fool !  Why 
had  he  hidden  the  body  there  .^  Talking  over 
the  events  of  the  day  down  at  the  homestead, 
young  Piet  had  probably  by  this  told  the 
others  about  the  cave.  It  was  certain  to 
be  visited   next  day — probably  early  in  the 


THE   QUICK   AND   THE    DEAD     267 

morning.  What  was  there  to  be  done  ?  An 
unspeakable  solution  of  the  difficulty  kept 
suggesting  Itself,  but  he  drove  the  frightful 
notion  from  him  over  and  over  again.  At 
leno^th  It  overwhelmed  him  like  the  slime  of 
a  serpent  that  drenches  a  crushed  victim 
about  to  be  swallowed.  He  must  enter  the 
charnel  cave,  and  remove  the  body  to  some 
other  hiding-place.  But  the  horror  of  It ! 
There  Is  nothing  so  horrifying  to  a  native  as 
having  to  handle  a  dead  body.  ...  "  Rooi 
Jan  "  had  been  dead  nearly  three  days.  .  .  . 
He  felt  through  every  fibre  of  his  tortured 
being  that  he  could  not  do  this  thing.  But 
he  umst.  The  body  must  not  be  found. 
Until  the  body  were  found  there  was  only 
suspicion  against  him  ;  not  proof.  Yes,  it 
must  be  done,  so  get  it  over  quickly  and 
then  laugh  at  danger.  He  caught  up  the 
dog  again  In  his  arms  and  fled,  leaping  from 
stone  to  stone,  towards  the  cave.  Before 
he  reached  It  he  had  made  up  his  mind 
as  to  what  he  should  do  with  the  corpse. 
There  was  another  cave  In  an  adjoining 
mountain  about  four  miles  away,  and  in  a 
very  inaccessible  place.  Fool,  and  again 
fool,  not  to  have  thought  of  this  spot  in  the 
first  instance. 
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Nomfunda  reached  the  mouth  of  the  cave 
and,  throwing  down  the  dog,  burst  through 
the  bushes  into  the  charnel-house.  He  tore 
a  strip  off  his  blanket  and  tied  it  over  his 
mouth  and  nostrils.  Then  he  caught  up  the 
body,  which  lay  horribly  limp  in  his  arms. 
He  seemed  to  be  endowed  with  more 
than  human  strength.  The  frightful  f/im^ 
seemed  to  cling  to  him  as  it  lay  across  his 
shoulders,  and  one  loosely-hanging  hand 
patted  him  gruesomely  on  the  bare  flesh  of 
his  flank  with  rhythm  corresponding  to  his 
steps.  His  course  led  over  bare,  flat,  rocky 
ledges.  Here  and  there  he  sat  down  to  rest. 
He  noticed  that  the  dog,  although  it  followed, 
did  not  come  near  him.  Day  was  just  break- 
ing when  he  reached  the  other  cave.  He 
entered  at  once,  and  placed  the  body  in  a 
cleft  at  the  further  extremity,  piling  up 
stones,  which  he  felt  for  in  the  darkness, 
against  it.  One  of  these  slipped  down,  and 
Nomfunda  thought  he  heard  the  body  move. 
He  gave  a  wild  shriek  and  rushed  outside. 
It  was  broad  daylight.  The  dog  heard  his 
steps  and  ran  forward  to  meet  him.  When 
it  caught  sight  of  his  face  the  dog  stopped 
short  and  stood  rigid  with  uplifted  paw,  and 
a  tingling   ridge   of    hair    erected  along  its 
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back.     Then  It  gave  a  terrible  howl,  turned, 
and  fled.     It  never  returned  to  him. 

All  day  long  the  wretched  Nomfunda  lay 
beneath  the  undermined  bank  of  a  donga. 
Reeds  and  long  grass  concealed  his  hiding- 
place.  When  night  fell,  he  again  visited 
the  spring,  drank  his  fill  of  water,  and 
plundered  a  bees'  nest  In  the  cliff,  from 
which  he  had  only  recently  removed  nearly 
all  the  honey.  The  combs  were  now  full  of 
bee-bread  and  young  bees.  These  were 
better  as  food  for  him  just  then  than  mere 
honey  would  have  been.  After  this  he 
re-ascended  the  mountain  and  again  con- 
cealed himself  in  the  donga,  where  he  fell  into 
a  deep  sleep.  This  was  the  first  time  he 
had  slept  since  the  death  of  "  Rool  Jan."  He 
was  awakened  early  in  the  forenoon  of  the 
next  day  by  voices.  The  speakers  stood  so 
close  that  he  could  hear  what  they  were 
saying.  Their  speech  was  to  the  effect  that 
in  the  event  of  the  present  day's  search 
proving  unsuccessful  they  would  on  the  follow- 
ing day  overhaul  the  adjacent  mountain, 
in  which  it  was  known  that  several  caves 
existed.  The  wretched  listener  nearly  ex- 
pired from  sheer  terror.  When  night  fell 
he  emerged  from  his  den  and  hurried  to  the 
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second  sepulchre  of  ''  Rool  Jan."  The 
body  must  again  be  removed.  The  moon 
was  new  and  sank  soon  after  the  sun.  He 
reached  the  cave  and  grovelled  upon  the 
frround  before  the  entrance  in  terror  and 
anguish.  But  the  awful  deed  had  to  be 
done.  He  entered ;  the  air  was  horribly 
foetid.  One  by  one,  with  dreadful  groanings, 
he  dragged  away  the  piled-up  stones,  and 
then,  trying  to  hold  his  breath,  he  bore  the 
corpse  out  into  the  pure  air  of  the  spring 
night.  Then,  shutting  his  teeth  tight,  he 
lifted  the  swollen  horror  to  his  shoulders 
and  carried  it  in  the  direction  of  its  former 
resting-place.  He  knew  of  another  secret 
spot — a  deep  cleft  near  the  edge  of  the  clift 
overhanging  the  spring.  He  reached  this 
spot  with  his  ghastly  burthen  just  before  dawn. 
He  rolled  the  body  into  the  cleft  and  covered 
it  with  small  bushes  and  handfuls  of  erass 
which  he  pulled  out.  After  this  he  concealed 
himself  in  another  cleft  in  the  vicinity. 

Shortly  after  daybreak  he  saw  the  searchers 
again  ascending  the  kloof,  one  of  them  lead- 
ing his  dog  by  a  rein  fastened  to  its  neck. 
They  passed  over  the  mountain  to  his  left, 
and  he  did  not  again  see  them  until  they 
returned  in  the  evening.     About  midday  he 
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saw  his  dog,  which  had  evidently  escaped, 
running  as  hard  as  ever  it  could  down  the 
mountain  towards  the  homestead,  with  the 
rein  trailing  from  its  neck. 

Nomfunda  remained  three  weeks  upon  the 
mountain,  and  nine  separate  times  he  took 
the  body  of  ''  Rooi  Jan  "  on  his  shoulders 
at  the  last  hiding-place,  and,  limping  on 
lacerated  and  bleeding  feet,  removed  it  to 
another.  The  moon  grew  night  by  night  in 
soft  splendour,  and  looked  down  upon  the 
awful  spectacle  of  a  putrid  human  corpse 
being  carried  from  place  to  place  by  a  human 
being.  The  tempest  wrapped  the  mountain 
in  flame  and  roarings,  and  the  rain-charged 
wind  buffeted  the  quick  and  the  dead  thus 
linked  together  by  a  gruesome  prank  of  Fate. 
The  pure  breath  of  the  midnight  mountain 
breeze  hurried  on  to  rid  itself  of  the  taint 
left  by  the  gross  gases  of  mortality  which 
the  earth  should  have  sealed  up  in  its  trans- 
muting alembic,  and  the  clear  mountain 
height,  sacred  to  the  most  cleanly  influences 
of  Nature,  was  polluted  by  the  ghoul- wan- 
derings of  a  terrific  creature  bearing  an 
unspeakable  burthen,  whom  horror  had  de- 
prived of  the  semblance  of  humanity. 


2;2      THE   QUICK   AND  THE    DEAD 

The  sequel  to  this  narrative  may  be  found 
in  the  records  of  a  certain  Circuit  Court 
and  the  (more  or  less)  thirty-year-old  files 
of  some  Colonial  newspapers.  It  may  therein 
be  read  how  old  Gezwint  was  perplexed  by 
the  fresh  spoors  which  he  found  from  time 
to  time ;  these  sometimes  showing  signs 
of  blood.  Further,  how  the  searchers  even- 
tually determined  to  remain  on  the  mountain 
by  night,  where  they  then  scattered  about 
in  pairs ;  how  two  of  the  searchers,  con- 
cealed one  night  near  a  certain  footpath, 
were  startled  by  the  sound  of  heavy  groanings, 
followed  by  the  rustle  of  staggering  footsteps 
and  an  awful  stench  ;  how  they  then  captured 
Nomfunda  carrying  what  had  once  been  the 
body  of  '*  Rooi  Jan"  Marais.  He  made  no 
resistance,  and  they  led  him  away  to  prison. 
His  aspect  was  such  as  to  strike  dread  into 
all  who  beheld  him. 

It  may  also  be  ascertained  from  the  same 
sources  how  Nomfunda  was  tried  for  mur- 
der by  a  jury  composed  of  Dutch  farmers, 
found  guilty  without  any  recommendation  to 
mercy,  and  sentenced  to  be  hanged  by  the 
neck  till  he  was  dead  ;  how  a  certain 
minister  of  the  United  Presbyterian  Church 
obtained  access  to  the  condemned  man,  heard 
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his  story,  believed  it,  went  to  the  scene  of 
the  initial  tragedy,  and  found  "  Rooi  Jan's  " 
gun  where  it  was  still  concealed,  with  one 
barrel  empty  and  one  yet  loaded ;  how 
representations  were  made  to  the  proper 
quarter  with  the  effect  that  the  death-sen- 
tence was  commuted  to  imprisonment  for 
life.  One  somehow  fails  to  see  clearly 
either  the  justice  or  mercy  of  this  particular 
commutation.  Possibly  Nomfunda  is  still 
serving  out  his    sentence. 
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T  PROMISED  Lourens  Brand  not  to  tell 
^      the  tale  of  his  strancre  adventure  and  its 

o 

stranger  consequences  until  at  least  ten  years 
should  have  elapsed  from  the  date  of  his 
departure  from  South  Africa,  and  the  promise 
has  been  kept  in  the  spirit  if  not  in  the  letter. 
Poor  Brand  never  left  South  Africa — in  the 
flesh,  at  least.  His  bones  lie  buried  in  an 
unfenced  graveyard,  near  the  deserted  site 
of  an  old  mining  camp  in  the  north  of  the 
Transvaal,  where  he  died  of  fever  in  1885. 

Brand  was  a  Dutchman  ;  his  family  estab- 
lished itself  generations  back  in  Java,  and 
several  of  his  ancestors  were  prominent 
officials  under  the  old  Dutch  East  India 
Company.  He  had  a  dash  of  Malay  blood 
in  his  veins — his  great-grandfather  having 
married  the  daughter  of  one  of  the  Singapore 
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rajahs  in  the  last  century.  This,  however, 
one  would  never  have  suspected  from  his 
appearance,  for  he  was  tall  and  blonde,  with 
blue  eyes,  and  the  presence  and  bearing  of  a 
sea-king.  His  disposition  was  diffident  and 
somewhat  retiring,  and  his  Eastern  blood 
showed  itself  in  a  certain  dreaminess  and  a 
tendency  to  dwell  rather  on  the  occult  than 
the  obvious  properties  and  relations  of  the 
things  around  him.  He  was  a  mechanical 
engineer  by  profession. 

Brand  landed  in  Cape  Town  in  the  early 
autumn  of  188 — ,  and  took  lodgings  in  the 
house  where  I  was  boarding.  This  was  on 
the  Sir  Lowry  road,  not  far  from  the  Castle. 
We  struck  up  an  intimacy  almost  immedi- 
ately. He  had  been  educated  at  Leyden, 
and  had  returned  to  Java,  meaning  to  prac- 
tise his  profession  there,  but  the  scope  was 
too  small  for  a  man  of  his  energetic  disposi- 
tion, so  he  came  to  South  Africa  in  the  hope 
of  obtaining  employment  in  some  mine.  He 
spoke  the  Malay  language  perfectly,  and 
could  quote  copiously  from  the  Malay  version 
of  the  Koran. 

One  thing  must,  for  the  adequate  under- 
standing of  this  tale,  be  laid  stress  on. 
Brand,  although  twenty-six  years  of  age,  had 
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never  strayed    in    the  fields  where  the  wild 
oats  grow.     His  nature  was  passionate  in  its 
depths,  but   the  passion  still    slept.      It  w^as 
probably  an  innate    fastidiousness  combined 
with  a  strong  sense  of  shame  that  kept  his 
feet  in  the  path  of  purity.     Be  this  as  it  may, 
the  fact  remains  that  although  he  had  lived 
In  the  East,  where,  they  tell  us,  Galahads  are 
uncommon.  Brand  had  never  kissed  a  woman 
except  his  mother  and  sisters.     As  regards 
religion,  he  was  what  is  known  as  an  agnostic. 
It  v/as  on  the  second  day  after  arriving  in 
Cape  Town  that    Brand  went    down  to  the 
docks  to  see  about  the  landing  of  some  of  his 
effects  from   the  steamer.     As  it   happened, 
another  steamer    had  just  arrived    from  the 
east  coast  ports,  bringing  a  cargo  of  Malay 
pilgrims  on  their  return  journey  from.  Mecca, 
and  a  lot  of  the  pilgrims'  friends  had  come  to 
meet  and   greet  them.     A   number  of  cabs 
with  Malay  drivers  were  standing  about  on 
the  wharf,  and  in  one  of  these  Brand  noticed, 
sitting  by  herself,  a  young  Malay  girl  of  such 
rare   beauty  that  it  could  not  be  concealed 
by   the    formless   hideousness    of    the   local 
Malay  garb.     The  driver  had  gone  on  board 
the  steamer  to  greet  some  of  his  friends,  and 
left  the  cab  to  take  care  of  itself. 
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The  cab  was  close  to  the  rail-track,  and 
as  Brand  stood  looking  at  the  girl  he  heard 
the  warning  whistle  of  a  dock-engine  which 
was  rapidly  approaching.  The  starded  horse 
moved  a  few  paces  forward  and  again  stood, 
this  time  right  on  the  rail-track.  Nothing 
could  now  save  the  cab,  but  Brand  sprang 
forward,  lifted  the  girl  In  his  arms,  and 
sprang  with  her  out  of  danger  just  an  Instant 
before  the  vehicle  and  the  hapless  horse  were 
crushed  into  a  mass  of  hopeless  ruin. 

The  girl  was,  of  course,  terribly  frightened, 
and  she  clung  convulsively  to  her  preserver. 
He  spoke  to  her  reassuringly  in  the  Malay 
language,  which,  strange  to  say,  she  appeared 
to  understand  perfectly.  With  the  exception 
of  the  priests,  very  few  of  the  Cape  Town 
Malays  understand  the  Malay  tongue,  they 
having  adopted  avery corrupt  dialect  of  Dutch. 
He  was  more  than  ever  struck  by  her  beauty. 
Her  figure  was  effectually  concealed  by  her 
dress,  but  she  was  tall,  and  her  head,  which  had 
become  freed  from  the  head-dress  when  she 
was  being  dragged  out  of  the  cab,  was  small, 
delicately  moulded,  and  gracefully  poised 
over  a  pair  of  shapely  shoulders,  on  a  neck 
like  the  stem  of  an  asphodel.  Her  colour 
was  very  light,  her  face  was  a  pure  oval,  and 
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between  her  shaded  eyelids  lurked  the  most 
wonderful  depths  of  dark,  liquid  brown  that 
ever  drowned  the  reason  of  a  man. 

After  being  effusively  thanked  by  the 
girl's  friends,  who  had  now  come  with  a 
swarm  of  others  from  the  steamer.  Brand 
took  his  leave  of  her  with  a  certain  twinge  of 
regret.  The  girl's  eyes  were  to  him  hence- 
forth an  abiding  remembrance. 

It  was  about  a  month  after  the  rescue  of 
the  girl  that  Brand's  strange  adventure  took 
place. 

It  was  now  winter  of  the  year  of  the  small- 
pox epidemic.  The  streets  of  Cape  Town 
at  the  lower  levels  were  slushy  as  only  Cape 
Town  streets  can  be,  for  the  rain  had  been 
falling  steadily  for  ten  days.  Then  followed 
a  day  and  a  night  of  absolutely  cloudless  and 
unseasonably  warm  weather,  and  it  was  on 
the  night  In  question  that  Brand  took  the 
walk  which  had  such  remarkable  conse- 
quences. 

Brand,  another  man,  and  I  dined  together 
at  the  club.  The  other  man  had  arrived 
by  the  last  mail  steamer  from  England,  and 
he  and  I  had  booked  to  start  by  the  up- 
country  train  at  half-past  ten.  Our  luggage 
was  safe  at   the  railway-station,  and  having 
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nothing  to  do  for  the  moment,  it  was  sug- 
gested that  we  might  take  a  walk  to  some  of 
the  hiq-her  levels  where  we  would  be  com- 
paratively  free  of  the  mud,  and  from  where 
we  might  obtain  a  good  view  of  Table 
Mountain  and  the  city  lights.  We  accord- 
ingly lit  our  pipes  and  wandered  forth. 

There  is  always  much  to  fascinate  in  the 
streets  of  a  strange  city,  and  the  Cape  Town 
streets  at  night,  filled  as  they  are  with  men 
and  women  of  all  shades  of  colour,  garbed 
variously  and  speaking  divers  tongues,  are 
especially  interesting — at  all  events  to  any 
one  with  an  imagination. 

On  this  night  the  streets  possessed  an 
unusual  attraction  of  a  weird  and  impressive 
kind,  for  the  small-pox  epidemic  was  at  its 
greatest  height,  and  a  brooding  terror  over- 
shadowed the  stricken  city.  Every  one 
abroad  seemed  to  have  a  furtive  look. 
When  two  met  near  a  lamp-post  startled 
glances  were  exchanged,  and  in  hurrying 
along  the  pavements  the  passers  sheered  off 
to  avoid  one  another.  Every  now  and  then 
an  empty  coffin  would  be  seen  being  hurried 
along  the  middle  of  the  street  upon  men's 
shoulders.  The  few  cabs  on  the  almost 
deserted   stands   looked    like   hearses,    their 
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occupation  was  almost  gone  for  the  time 
being,  for  hardly  a  soul  would  venture  into  a 
cab  for  fear  of  infection. 

We  strolled  down  Adderley  Street  for 
some  distance,  and  then,  turning  to  the  left, 
went  up  Long  Market  Street,  across  St. 
George's  and  Long  Streets,  and  on  until  we 
found  ourselves  in  the  IMalay  quarter  on  the 
slope  at  the  base  of  the  Lion's  Rump.  Here 
silence  and  desolation  reigned  supreme.  The 
moon  had  now  arisen,  so  on  reaching  half- 
way up  the  ascent  we  paused  to  examine  the 
view  and  to  take  breath.  Looking  back  we 
saw  the  gleaming  city  stretched  like  a  vast 
necropolis  under  the  crags  of  the  great  moun- 
tain, which  gleamed  silvery  in  the  moonlight. 
To  our  left  opened  the  glassy  expanse  of 
Table  Bay,  with  the  breakwater  lights  glint- 
ing on  the  water.  From  the  Malay  grave- 
yard on  the  hillside  above  us  came  the  shrill 
howls  of  the  mourners.  There  was  not  a 
breath  of  wind.  Owing  to  the  comparative 
suspension  of  traffic  the  city  seemed  silent  as 
the  grave. 

We  retraced  our  steps  for  a  short  distance, 
and  then,  turning  to  the  right,  walked  along 
a  deserted  street  of  white,  flat-topped,  sepul- 
chre-like  houses.     All  at   once   we   became 
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aware  of  a  sound  of  loud  wailing  going  on  in 
a  house  to  our  left.  We  stood  still  for  a 
space  and  listened.  The  shrill  treble  of  a 
woman's  cry  could  be  distinguished,  and 
also  the  quavering  tones  of  an  old  man's 
voice,  full  of  the  deepest  agony.  We  drew 
near  the  house  very  softly.  The  windows 
were  covered  by  dark  Venetian  shutters, 
between  the  slats  of  which  a  dim  light  could 
be  discerned.  The  house  was  one  of  a  row 
all  more  or  less  similar  in  size  and  shape, 
and  built  touching  each  other.  Each  house 
had  a  paved  ''  stoep  "  in  front,  with  a  masoned 
seat  at  either  end.  Against  the  house  next 
to  the  one  in  which  the  wailing  was  going 
on,  was  standing  a  ladder  which  just  reached 
the  top  of  the  parapet. 

After  listening  for  a  few  moments  we 
moved  quietly  away  and  continued  our 
course  along  the  street.  Soon  we  turned 
aofain  to  the  ricrht,  and  afterwards  to  the 
left.  Eventually  we  found  that  we  had 
lost  ourselves.  We  wandered  about  help- 
lessly for  some  time,  getting  into  blind 
alleys  and  streets  that  led  nowhere,  and  thus 
having  to  retrace  our  steps  over  and  over 
again.  Quarter  by  quarter  the  hour  was 
chimed  from  the  belfry  tower  of  the  far-away 
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Dutch  church,  and  when  ten  o'clock  struck, 
and  we  were  still  lost,  the  situation  looked 
serious  for  us  who  required  to  catch  the  train 
in  half-an-hour. 

Just  after  this,  however,  we  found  our- 
selves in  the  street  where  we  had  lis- 
tened to  the  wailing,  and  soon  the  rumbling 
of  an  approaching  cab  was  heard.  After 
being  hailed,  the  driver,  an  Irishman  of  even 
more  than  average  volubility,  swore  with 
fervour  that  his  cab  had  never,  since  it  was 
turned  out  with  its  first  coat  of  varnish  from 
the  very  best  workshop  in  the  whole  of 
South  Africa,  had  a  ''dirty  Malay"  sitting 
across  its  axle  (it  was  from  Malays  that 
the  infection  was  mostly  dreaded)  ;  that  the 
vehicle  was  known  throughout  the  length 
and  breadth  of  Cape  Town  as  "  the  white 
man's  cab  "  ;  that  if  we  weren't  too  proud  to 
take  a  look  at  the  panel,  we  would  find  the 
cab's  name,  "  The  Blanche,"  in  ''purty  gould 
letthers."  Of  course  "  Ivry  wan"  who  was 
educated  knew  that  to  mean  just  "  white," 
and  nothing  else  in  the  English  language. 

So  we  bade  Brand  farewell  and  were  driven, 
smoking  germicidically,  to  the  railway-station, 
which  we  reached  just  in  time  to  catch  the 
train. 
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II 


Brand  strolled  slowly  down  the  street  and 
again  stopped  before  the  house  of  sorrow, 
where  the  wailing  had  now  ceased.  Yielding 
to  a  reprehensible  impulse  of  morbid  curiosity 
he  approached  the  shuttered  window,  where 
light  still  faintly  gleamed,  and  endeavoured 
to  find  an  aperture  through  which  he  could 
see  into  the  house.  By  looking  upwards 
between  the  diagonally-fixed  slats  he  could 
see  the  ceiling,  but  the  lower  areas  of  the 
chamber  were  quite  out  of  the  range  of  his 
vision.  Listening  carefully,  he  seemed  to 
hear  a  smothered  sob  and  then  a  sigh.  One 
of  those  unaccountable  impulses  that  grip 
men  by  the  throat  sometimes,  and  make 
them  do  to  their  own  undoing  things  which 
under  ordinary  circumstances  they  would 
never  dream  of  attempting,  then  overcame 
him,  and  he  felt  that,  come  what  may,  he 
must  see  the  inside  of  that  room.  He  caught 
hold  of  the  shutter  and  gently  tried  to  open 
it,  but  the  outside  leaf  was  firmly  bolted  to 
the  window-sill,  and  could  not  be  moved. 
However,  in  passing  his  hand  over  the  slats 
he    found    that    one  was  slightly    loose    and 
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yielded  to  pressure.  He  pressed  this  slat 
and  It  slid  upwards  and  inwards,  leaving  a 
space  of  about  an  Inch  and  a  half  In  width 
through  which  he  could  look. 

The  room  was  one  of  medium  size,  with  a 
fire-place  at  one  end.  A  lamp  hung  from 
the  celling  and  distributed  a  dim  light.  The 
papered  walls  were  of  a  deep  crimson  hue, 
and  the  floor  was  covered  with  Indian  mats. 
A  very  large  cushioned  divan  draped  with 
dark  green  silk  stood  before  a  curtained 
recess  In  the  opposite  wall,  and  a  large  open 
volume  lay  upon  a  Koran  stand  of  black 
wood  Inlaid  with  mother-of-pearl.  A  number 
of  feminine  garments,  principally  of  silk,  lay 
about  the  room  in  disorder. 

Sitting  on  the  divan  and  facing  the  window 
was  a  young  girl,  apparently  a  Malay  ;  and 
although  her  face  was  partly  covered  by  her 
hands.  Brand  could  see  that  she  was  very 
lovely.  Judging  by  her  figure  she  looked  to 
be  about  seventeen  years  of  age.  She  was 
bent  forward  with  her  elbows  resting  on  her 
knees,  and  her  long  black  hair  hung  down  in 
a  rolled  sheaf  over  one  side  of  her  bosom. 
Her  neck,  arms,  and  legs  below  the  knees 
were  bare,  and  of  the  most  delicate  symmetry. 
Her  only  clothing  appeared  to   be  a  short 
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petticoat  and  bodice,  both  of  red  silk  delicately 
embroidered  with  white,  and  a  pair  of  richly- 
worked  sandals.  Her  skin  was  even  lighter 
than  that  delicate,  slightly  dusky  tint  usually 
only  found  in  pure-bred  Malay  girls  and 
young  boys. 

Brand  withdrew  from  the  window  with  a 
flush  of  shame  at  his  dishonourable  conduct, 
and  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  street.  The 
huge  bulk  of  Table  Mountain  loomed  sheer 
before  him,  transfigured  by  the  white  splendour 
of  the  moonlight, — a  faint  film  of  mist  hanging 
motionless  over  Its  highest  western  buttress. 
A  gentle  breeze  was  now  streaming  from  the 
south-east.  This,  flowing  over  the  city,  bore 
to  his  ear  a  low  and  confused  murmur  of 
belated  life.  From  the  grave-yard  high  on 
the  hill-side  above  him  still  pierced  the  shrill 
cadences  of  the  mourners.  Then  an  Inde- 
scribable feeling  of  oppression  came  over  him, 
a  sort  of  hopeless  sense  of  the  mystery  over- 
shadowing Man  and  his  destinies — Death, 
the  falling  of  the  awful  veil  that  men,  since 
the  beginning  of  Time,  had  been  trying  to 
pierce  with  their  agonized  prayers.  The  God 
who  dwelt  behind  it  and  made  no  sign — what 
did  it  matter  what  He  were  called — Jehovah 
or  Allah— whether  the   favoured  interpreter 
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of  His  laws  to  men  were  called  Christ  or 
Mahomet,  or  whether  the  broken  heart  sobbed 
out  its  yearning  appeal  from  the  church  pew, 
or  from  the  carpet  on  the  pavement  of  a 
mosque  ? 

Did  men  tell  truth  when  they  declared 
that  they  could  realize  His  existence  with 
absolute  certainty  ?  Where  in  this  world  of 
shows  and  shadows  might  a  humble  seeker 
happily  find — not  Him — that  were  too  much 
to  hope  for — but  some  sacred,  authentic  shred 
from  the  hem  of  His  divine  robe  ?  Just  then 
from  the  tower  of  the  adjacent  mosque  pealed 
out  the  clear  voice  of  a  priest  calling  the 
faithful  to  prayer.  Brand  smiled  wearily — ■ 
prayer,  in  the  sense  of  communion  with  the 
object  prayed  to,  was  as  unintelligible  to  him 
as  colour  to  one  born  blind. 

These  impassive  house-fronts  that  he 
passed  in  his  slow,  absorbed  stroll — what  a 
dark,  persistent  stream  of  life  trickled  from 
eternity  to  eternity  behind  them.  These 
Malays  of  the  Cape,  although  they  had  shed 
their  language  like  an  outworn  garment  on 
the  wayside,  and  had  adapted  an  alien  tongue 
to  their  needs,  had  they  not  kept  their 
previously  adopted  faith,  their  customs,  and 
their  prejudices  intact  ?    What  strange  quality 
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was  it  In  Mahomctanlsm  that  rendered  It 
so  easy  to  grasp  and  so  difficult  to  let  go  ? 
What  curiosity  was  aroused  In  respect  of  the 
family  life  of  the  Malay,  which  he  has  guarded 
so  jealously  from  the  ken  of  the  European 
who  rules  him  from  the  next  street.  Yet,  as 
Brand  knew,  the  dwellers  In  these  tomb-like 
houses  hoped  and  feared  very  much  on  the 
same  lines  as  did  the  other  children  of  men. 
And  how  .much  alike  was  not  all  human 
nature  after  all  ?  The  scene  he  had  just 
witnessed,  was  it  not  thoroughly  and  ordin- 
arily feminine  in  all  Its  detail — from  the 
careful  manner  in  which  the  sheaf  of  opulent 
hair  was  rolled  and  tied  to  prevent  it  tangling, 
to  the  petulant  tap  of  the  sandalled  foot  on 
the  floor,  and  the  way  the  girl  threw  herself 
on  the  divan  ?  Yes,  the  great  beginning  and 
the  great  end,  with  the  devious  way  and  the 
changeful  weather  between — the  way  so 
smooth  for  some  and  so  rough  for  others, 
but  with  the  one  splendid  flower  blooming 
for  all  by  the  wayside — the  triple  mystery  of 
birth  and  love  and  death — was  it  not  all 
common  to  him  and  to  the  alien  dwellers  in 
these  silent  streets  ?  Then  the  present  terror 
of  the  pestilence  made  manifest  in  the  solitude 
by  the  wails  of  the  mourners  smote  him  to 
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the  heart  with  a  sense  of  exalted  sympathy, 
and  a  deep  pity  for  the  stricken  people  came 
home  to  him. 

Brand,  absorbed  in  his  reflections,  had  un- 
wittingly wandered  back  some  distance  down 
the  deserted  street,  and  he  now  turned  back 
with  the  intention  of  returning  to  his  lodg- 
ings. As  he  drew  near  the  house  of  sorrow 
for  the  third  time,  he  again  noticed  the  ladder 
leaning  against  the  parapet  next,  door,  and 
the  impulse  seized  him  to  clim.b  to  the  top 
and  see  what  the  city  looked  like  from  there. 
This  impulse  he  immediately  and  unthinkingly 
yielded  to.  Stepping  from  the  ladder  he 
stood  for  a  space  on  the  flat  roof  of  mason- 
work  behind  the  parapet.  Then  he  walked 
softly  towards  the  back  and  looked  down  into 
the  yards  behind  the  row.  Here,  as  in  the 
street,  everything  seemed  to  be  frozen  into 
white  silence. 

The  roof  of  the  house  next  to  Brand  on 
his  left  was  about  three  feet  higher  than  the 
one  he  was  standing  on,  and  was  separated 
from  it  by  a  parapet  rising  a  foot  higher  still. 
He  vaulted  over  the  latter  and  walked  on  for 
some  yards ;  then  he  again  stood  still  and 
regarded  the  view.  After  a  pause  of  a  few 
moments  he  turned  and  retraced  his  steps. 
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meanlner  now  to  descend  and  return  to  his 
lodgings  without  further  delay.  When,  how- 
ever, he  reached  the  place  where  he  had 
ascended  he  found  to  his  alarm  and  perplexity 
that  the  ladder  had  disappeared. 

It  seemed  most  extraordinary.  He  had 
not  heard  a  sound  or  seen  a  living  soul.  He 
glanced  up  and  down  the  street ;  all  was  vacant 
and  as  still  as  death.  Then  the  awkward- 
ness and  danger  of  his  situation  came  home 
to  him  In  full  force.  What  was  he  to  do  ? 
The  descent  to  the  street  was  nearly  twenty 
feet,  that  Into  the  back-yard  rather  more,  but 
might  be  broken  by  taking  advantage  of  a 
sort  of  out-house  built  as  a  lean-to  against 
the  main  building.  But  In  the  yard  he  would 
be  like  a  rat  in  a  trap.  The  yards  at  each 
side  appeared  to  be  all  more  or  less  con- 
structed on  the  same  principle.  His  position 
was  truly  a  desperate  one,  and  he  knew  this 
perfectly  well.  Most  unfounded  accusations 
had  been  made  against  the  Malays,  to  the 
effect  that  they  were  maliciously  endeavouring 
to  spread  the  disease  among  the  Europeans 
by  means  of  infected  clothing.  Indignation 
on  this  account  ran  high,  and  would  no  doubt 
be  ruthlessly  vented  on  any  European  found 
in  such  an  extremely  equivocal  position  as  he 
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was  now  In.  Inwardly  cursing  his  folly,  he 
took  off  his  boots,  remounted  the  roof  to  his 
left,  and  began  walking  along  the  tops  of  the 
houses  in  the  hope  of  discovering  some  means 
of  escape. 

After  passing  over  the  roofs  of  four  houses 
he  noticed  that  there  seemed  to  be  a  con- 
siderable drop  to  the  roof  of  the  next.  He 
approached  this,  and  to  his  horror  there  arose 
before  him  from  behind  the  parapet,  the  dark, 
bearded  face  of  a  man  who  held  a  orleamlnof 
knife  In  his  teeth. 

Brand  turned  and  fled  just  as  the  man 
sprang  over  the  parapet.  As  he  did  so  he 
heard  a  rough,  guttural  exclamation  behind 
him,  and  the  sound  of  pursuing  footsteps. 
As  he  sprang  down  to  the  roof  of  the  house 
he  had  ascended  at,  he  heard  his  pursuer 
fall  with  a  heavy  thud  on  the  hard  mason- 
work. 

Brand  rushed  on,  and  when  he  reached 
the  roof  of  the  next  house  he  noticed  a  curious 
cowl-shaped  wooden  structure,  something  like 
that  which  covers  the  approach  to  the  fore- 
castle ladder  on  the  deck  of  a  ship.  He 
quickly  turned  and  took  refuge  in  this  on  the 
chance  of  his  pursuer,  who  had  not  yet  re- 
appeared, and  who  was  most  probably  lying 
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stunned  from  his  Hill,  i^'olng  past  It.  When, 
however,  he  entered  the  cowl  the  floor  gave 
way  ahiiost  noiselessly  beneath  him,  and  he 
fell  through  nearly  twenty  feet  of  space,  with 
a  thud  on  what  seemed  to  be  a  pile  of  tumbled 
clothing.  He  lay  half  stunned  for  a  few 
seconds,  and  then  sat  up.  He  found  himself 
in  complete  darkness.  A  sound  of  low  mutter- 
Inof  reached  his  ear,  but  from  what  direction 
it  came  he  could  not  tell,  and  a  strange  smell 
suggestive  somewhat  of  incense  was  strongly 
perceptible. 

Searching  in  his  pockets  Brand  managed 
to  find  a  match,  which  he  struck  on  his  boot. 
He  found  himself  in  a  small  room  out  of 
which  one  doorway  led.  On  the  floor,  which 
was  of  clay,  was  a  heap  of  clothing  of  all 
sorts,  Interspersed  with  bedding  and  mats,  all 
thrown  together  in  the  greatest  confusion. 
He  made  for  the  door  and  turned  the  handle 
softly.  The  leaf  swung  towards  him.  Pass- 
ing into'  the  doorway  with  his  hands  out- 
stretched, he  groped  forward  and  came  in 
contact  with  the  heavy  folds  of  a  curtain, 
which  he  gently  drew  aside. 

A  blaze  of  white  light  nearly  blinded  him. 
He  found  himself  on  the  threshold  of  a  room 
about  twenty  feet  square.      From  the  ceiling 
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a  large  brazen  lamp  hung,  and  other  lamps 
with  burnished  reflectors  shone  from  each  of 
the  four  walls.  On  a  low  bier  in  the  centre 
of  the  room  lay  the  dead  body  of  a  young 
man  clad  in  green  robes,  his  face  frightfully 
disfigured  from  the  effects  of  small-pox.  At 
the  head  and  foot  of  the  bier  stood  braziers 
on  which  scented  woods  were  burning,  and 
the  almost  invisible  fumes  which  arose  caused 
the  smell  which  he  had  perceived. 

Crouching  on  the  ground  at  the  foot  of  the 
bier  was  an  old  man  clad  in  a  cassock-like 
garment  of  dingy  green  alpaca.  He  was 
bent  and  decrepit-looking,  and  he  swayed 
slowly  from  side  to  side  repeating  some  words 
softly  in  a  high-pitched,  quavering  tone.  His 
long,  white  beard  and  bald  head  were  plenti- 
fully strewn  with  ashes,  and  his  disordered 
turban  of  green  silk  was  thrown  upon  the 
floor  next  to  him. 

Brand  gazed  spell-bound  for  a  moment  at 
the  strange  spectacle.  The  old  man's  profile 
was  towards  him.  Then  words  in  an  un- 
known dialect  were  hoarsely  shouted  by 
some  one  on  the  roof,  evidently  at  the 
aperture  through  which  Brand  had  made  his 
entrance.  The  old  man  slowly  turned  his 
head  in  the  direction  of  the  curtained  door, 
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and  Brand  then  saw  that  he  was  stone 
blind. 

At  the  opposite  side  of  the  room  was 
another  door  also  curtained,  so  Brand,  hearing 
a  sound  as  thom^h  some  one  was  descendinof 
through  the  aperture  by  means  of  a  ladder, 
crossed  the  room,  stepping  noiselessly  upon 
the  soft  carpet.  He  passed  close  to  the  head 
of  the  bier,  pushed  the  curtain  to  one  side, 
opened  the  door,  and  entered  the  room  into 
which  he  had  been  looking  from  the  street. 

The  girl  started  up  from  the  divan  with  a 
smothered  cry  and  gazed  wildly  at  the  in- 
truder. To  his  intense  surprise  he  recognized 
in  her  the  one  whose  life  he  had  saved  on 
the  wharf. 

The  girl  evidently  recognized  him  as  well, 
for  she  checked  the  cry  upon  her  lips,  and 
the  terror  faded  out  of  her  face.  Brand 
closed  the  door  softly  behind  him,  and  then 
advanced  towards  her,  his  hands  stretched  out 
with  a  gesture  of  appeal.  As  he  did  this  he 
whispered  in  the  Malay  tongue  : 

**  Save  me,  for  God's  sake  ;  they  want  to 
kill  me." 

Just  then  a  movement  was  heard  in  the 
next  room,  and  immediately  afterwards  could 
be  distinguished  the  hoarse,  guttural    tones 
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which  Brand  associated  with  the  bearded  man 
who  carried  the  knife  between  his  teeth,  and 
whose  pursuit  had  filled  him  with  such  terror. 
The  eyes  of  the  girl  softened  ;  she  hesitated 
for  a  second,  and  then  hurriedly  motioned  to 
Brand  to  hide  himself  in  the  recess  next  to 
the  divan.  When  he  had  effected  this  she 
laid  herself  down  in  her  former  position. 

No  sooner  had  this  happened  than  the  door 
opened,  and  some  one,  from  the  voice  evi- 
dently a  woman,  entered  the  room.  After 
discussing  rapidly  for  a  few  seconds  in  Dutch 
so  corrupt  that  Brand  could  barely  understand 
a  word  here  and  there,  this  person  left,  closing 
the  door  behind  her.  Then  a  noise  as  of 
many  people  moving  about  on  the  roof,  the 
pavement,  and  at  the  back  of  the  premises 
arose.  This,  however,  soon  died  down,  and 
dead  silence,  only  broken  from  time  to  time 
by  a  groan  or  a  cry  from  the  old  mourner, 
again  reigned. 

After  an  interval  the  girl  arose,  turned  the 
lamp  down  low,  and  whispered  to  Brand  to 
emerge  from  his  concealment.  He  had  now 
completely  regained  his  self-possession,  and 
he  fully  expected  to  be  able  to  escape  from 
the  house  with  the  girl's  assistance,  without 
much  difficulty  or  delay.     She  had  now  put 


296  AIALA 

on  a  loose  skirt,  and  wrapped  a  white,  silken 
shawl  over  her  shoulders  and  bosom. 

Brand  told  her  the  exact  truth  as  to  the 
circumstances  under  which  he  had  entered 
the  room,  and  the  girl  evidently  believed  him. 
He  thanked  her  warmly  for  what  she  had 
done,  and  begged  of  her  to  show  him  a  way 
by  which  he  might  make  his  escape.  This, 
however,  she  declared,  to  his  horror,  she  was 
absolutely  unable  to  do.  The  window  was, 
she  assured  him,  fastened  down  with  nails,  and 
the  only  other  way  of  possible  exit  lay  through 
the  room  in  which  the  corpse  was  lying,  and 
thence  through  a  passage  to  the  front  door. 
This  course  was  obviously  impossible  under 
the  circumstances,  so  there  was  nothing  for 
it  but  for  him  to  remain  where  he  was 
until  the  following  morning,  and  then  take 
advantage  of  circumstances  as  they  might 
arise. 

The  recess  in  the  wall  was  about  two  feet 
deep,  and  in  this  the  girl  made  a  sort  of  a 
couch  for  her  uninvited  and  unwilling  guest, 
who  lay  awake  throughout  the  whole  of  the 
long  July  night,  cursing  his  folly,  and  wonder- 
ing as  to  what  the  end  of  his  adventure  was 
to  be.  The  girl  lay  on  the  divan  close  to 
him,  and  although  she  hardly  moved,  Brand 
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could  tell  from  her  breathing  that  she  was  as 
sleepless  as  himself. 

Soon  after  daybreak  the  girl  arose  and, 
speaking  softly,  told  Brand  to  lie  quietly 
where  he  was  whilst  she  went  out  to  see  if 
the  coast  were  clear.  Soon  after  this  the 
sounds  of  people  moving  about  the  house 
could  be  heard,  and  then  a  deadly  feeling  of 
being  trapped  took  possession  of  the  concealed 
man.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  certainty  of  com- 
promising the  girl  he  would  have  risked  the 
worst  and  burst  his  wav  throuo^h  the  window. 
He  felt,  of  course,  that  after  her  heroic 
conduct  in  shielding  him  at  terrible  risk  to 
herself,  such  a  course  would  be  unpardonable, 
and  he  dismissed  the  idea  at  once.  By  and 
by  the  noise  in  the  next  room  increased  ;  the 
heavy,  shuttling  tread  of  several  men  could 
be  heard,  and  the  wailing  of  the  old  mourner 
rose  to  a  high  pitch.  Then  came  stillness. 
The  body  of  the  dead  hadji  had  been  carried 
away  to  be  prepared  for  burial. 

After  another  interval  the  crirl  returned. 
and  in  a  whisper  told  Brand  to  follow  her. 
Then  she  sped  swiftly  through  the  curtained 
room  and  into  a  passage  to  the  left  ;  then 
down  this  passage  to  the  right,  and  out  into 
a   small    courtyard,   on  the  opposite  side  of 
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which  a  detached  building  stood.  This  build- 
ing was  double-storied  at  one  end.  The  girl 
darted  across  the  yard  into  the  detached 
building,  and  Brand  followed  her  through 
the  half-opened  door.  He  found  himself 
in  a  sort  of  lumber  store,  which  contained, 
amongst  other  things,  a  large  number  of 
packing-cases  piled  one  over  the  other.  In 
obedience  to  a  gesture  on  the  part  of  the 
girl,  Brand  entered  a  second  room  through  a 
doorway  standing  open  just  in  front  of  him. 
Here  he  found  himself  in  semi-darkness. 
The  girl  closed  the  door  behind  him,  and 
then  ran  quickly  back  across  the  yard  to  the 
house. 

Brand's  eyes  soon  accustomed  themselves 
to  the  gloom,  and  then  he  began  to  examine 
his  prison.  He  found  here  also  a  number 
of  packing-cases,  some  apparently  full  of 
merchandise  and  others  containing  bound 
volumes  of  the  Koran  in  the  Malay  tongue. 
In  the  corner  of  the  room  stood  a  ladder, 
and  immediately  above  it  an  open  trap-door, 
evidently  leading  to  an  upper  chamber.  He 
mounted  the  ladder  and  soon  found  himself 
in  a  small,  cheerful-looking  room  with  a 
window  at  either  side.  It  contained  a  small 
table,  a  chair,  and   a    bracket    which   hung 
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In  one  of  the  corners.  A  thick,  new  carpet 
was  on  the  floor,  and  on  one  side  were  heaped 
a  number  of  rich  rugs  which  had  evidently 
not  been  woven  In  Western  looms.  On  the 
bracket  stood  a  jug  of  water,  a  loaf  of  bread, 
some  baked  meat,  and  a  small  quantity  of 
fruit.  Brand  closed  the  trap-door,  took  a 
long  drink  of  water, — which  he  had  been 
longing  for, — and  flung  himself  down  upon 
the  pile  of  rugs. 

The  morning  was  for  Brand  one  deadly 
monotony  of  apprehension.  Once  only  did 
he  hear  any  evidence  of  movement  below, 
and  then  it  was  the  sound  of  a  footstep 
followed  by  the  light  click  of  some  metal 
utensil  being  placed  on  the  floor.  Just 
afterwards  he  cautiously  lifted  the  trap-door 
and  looked  down.  He  saw  a  bucket  con- 
taining water,  a  rough  towel,  and  a  piece  of 
soap.  He  had  heard  the  sound  of  the  key 
being  turned  In  the  door,  so  he  descended 
and  had  a  refreshing  wash.  After  this  he 
re-ascended  to  the  upper  room,  taking  a  copy 
of  the  Koran  with  him.  What  he  saw  when 
he  looked  out  of  the  windows  was  not  re- 
assuring. The  building  stood  at  one  side 
of  a  closed  yard  of  small  size  but  with  very 
high  walls.     It  was  quite  certain  that  there 
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\vas  no  means  of  exit  except  through  the 
house.  Even  could  he  cross  these  walls 
he  knew  from  his  recollection  of  what  he  had 
seen  from  the  roof  that  his  position  would  be 
no  better.  The  trapped  feeling  overcame 
him  again,  and  he  threw  himself  on  the 
floor  in  despair. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  he  heard  the  door 
below  opened  softly,  and  just  afterwards  the 
girl  ascended  through  the  trap-door.  She 
brought  some  food, — a  few  hard-boiled  eggs, 
a  dish  of  meat  cooked  after  the  Malay 
fashion  in  a  paste,  and  some  dates.  Brand's 
first  question  was  as  to  the  practicability  of 
his  escaping,  but  the  girl  strongly  negatived 
the  idea  of  any  attempt  in  that  direction 
being  made  for  the  present.  The  house 
was,  she  said,  so  arranged  that  until  some 
occasion  arose  upon  which  all  the  dwellers 
except  the  old  priest  were  absent,  he  could 
not  possibly  get  away  without  being  dis- 
covered. She  seated  herself  on  the  rug 
next  to  him  and  they  talked  together  like 
old  friends.  He  ascertained  from  her  that 
he  was  on  the  premises  of  a  very  celebrated 
Malay  priest, — the  girl's  grandfather.  This 
was  a  wealthy  man,  who  combined  commerce 
with  the  practice  of  official  religious  functions. 
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Two  of  his  sons  had  managed  his  business 
concerns,  which  had  principally  to  do  with 
the  importation  of  silken  fabrics  from  the 
East.  One  of  the  sons  had  died  of  the  pest, 
and  the  other  was  away  on  a  trading  trip  to 
Madagascar.  The  dead  body  which  Brand 
had  seen  was  that  of  the  old  priest's  youngest 
and  favourite  son,  a  promising  young  hadji 
of  highly  reputed  sanctity,  who  had  re- 
turned but  a  few  weeks  previously  from 
Mecca,  only  to  be  smitten  by  small-pox  in 
its  deadliest  form.  Altogether  four  mem- 
bers of  the  family  had  died, — one  an  elderly 
widowed  daughter  of  the  old  priest,  and  the 
other  a  female  servant. 

Brand  also  learned  her  own  history,  which 
was  peculiar  and  interesting.  Her  name 
was  Aiala.  Her  father  had  been  an  English- 
man who,  on  being  converted  to  Islam,  had 
married  a  daughter  of  the  old  priest.  This 
accounted  for  her  knowledge  of  European 
ways  and  her  sympathetic  apprehension  of 
European  modes  of  thought,  both  of  which 
had  puzzled  Brand  extremely.  After  her 
father's  death,  two  years  previously,  she  had 
left  Java  and  had  come  to  Cape  Town  to 
join  her  grandfather.  She  had  been  very 
unhappy  in  her  new  surroundings  ;  the  local 
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peculiarities  of  the  Malays  were  distasteful 
to  her  ;  slic  could  hardly  understand  any- 
thing of  their  speech.  They,  divining  her 
contempt  for  them,  and  recognizing  her 
superiority,  disliked  her  intensely.  She 
made  no  friends,  and  the  only  one  who  had 
treated  her  with  sympathy  or  kindness  was 
the  young  hadji  \vho  was  now  dead.  To 
him  she  had  been  much  attached.  She  had 
recently  been  promised  in  marriage  to  a  man 
for  whom  she  had  no  regard  of  any  kind,  and 
who  was  much  older  than  she  was. 

Before  leaving,  the  girl  made  Brand 
solemnly  promise,  with  his  hand  on  the 
Koran,  that  he  would  make  no  attempt  to 
escape  without  her  co-operation.  She  re- 
minded him  of  the  terrible  risk  she  ran  in 
thus  hiding  him,  and  that  discovery  would 
undoubtedly  result  in  his  death  and  her 
ruin.  His  disappearance  was,  she  said,  a 
mystery  to  the  whole  neighbourhood.  He 
had  been  seen  by  others  on  the  roof,  and  an 
organized  hunt  had  accordingly  taken  place. 
The  black-bearded  man  was  continually  on 
the  watch,  and  had  sworn,  if  he  could  find 
him,  to  have  the  stranger's  life.  Brand, 
after  some  hesitation  which  she  overcame  by 
falling  at  his  feet  in  tears,  made  the  promise 
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she  demanded,  and  regretted  having  done  so 
immediately  afterwards. 

Aiala  returned  late  that  night  and  sat  in 
the  chair  before  the  window,  with  the  moon- 
light shining  on  her  beautiful  face,  and 
flashing  back  in  softened  and  enriched 
splendour  from  the  depths  of  her  glorious 
eyes.  Her  proximity  began  to  engender 
strange  emotions  in  Brand,  and  to  make 
some  unsuspected  springs  stir  in  the  depths 
of  his  being.  Perhaps  it  was  that  the  Malay 
strain  in  his  blood  had  given  a  certain  fibre 
to  his  heartstrings,  which  required  some 
such  influence  as  this  to  draw  It  to  vibratino- 
tension. 

After  pressing  his  hand  in  silence  to  her 
breast,  Aiala  stole  softly  away,  leaving  Brand 
to  dream  till  dawn  of  her  loveliness.  She 
returned  early  next  morning,  bringing  food, 
clean  linen,  and  other  things  conducive  to 
his  comfort.  The  rain  had  again  set  in,  and 
the  prospect  which  Brand  regarded  from  the 
windows  of  his  prison  was  the  most  cheerless 
Imaginable, — just  dingy,  yellow  walls  stream- 
ing with  water.  He  again  besought  the  girl 
to  try  and  arrange  for  his  escape,  and  after  a 
few  moments  of  deep  thought  she  promised 
to  let   him  out,  irrespective  of  risks,  on  the 
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followinc^-  clay.  It  had  hitherto  struck  Brand 
as  extremely  strange  that  she  should  have 
consistently  placed  obstacles  In  the  way  of 
every  project  for  escaping-  which  he  sug- 
gfested. 

All  day  long  Alrda  kept  Hitting  up  and 
down  the  ladder.  She  was  dressed  in  the 
most  splendid  attire.  After  the  death  of  her 
uncle  the  more  valuable  of  the  contents  of 
the  shop  had  been  removed  for  safe-keeping 
to  the  old  priest's  dwelling-house,  and  the 
girl  thus  had  access  to  a  quantity  of  gorgeous 
Eastern  finery,  and  in  this  she  now  revelled 
to  the  utmost.  The  intimacy  between  her 
and  Brand  made  rapid  progress.  She  was 
radiant  with  smiles  so  long  as  he  avoided  the 
subject  of  his  departure.  When,  however, 
he  made  any  allusion  to  his  wish  to  escape, 
she  wept  bitterly,  and  begged  of  him  not  to 
be  her  undoing. 

They  talked  of  the  scenes  of  their  child- 
hood in  far-off  Java, — of  how  the  children 
used  to  go  forth  in  troops  In  the  early  morn- 
ing from  the  "  kampong,"  the  village  built 
of  bamboo,  to  gather  into  baskets  the  "  me- 
latti  "  flowers  that  had  fallen  durino-  the  nio-ht 
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from  the  trees,  until  the  ground  was  covered 
as  with  a  white  carpet ;  of  how  they  would 
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weave  the  blossoms  Into  garlands  and  long 
festoons,  wherewith  all,  even  the  criminal 
going  to  suffer  on  the  gallows,  would  be 
decked.  From  thus  talking  over  scenes 
which  they  both  knew  and  loved,  they  at- 
tained to  a  strange  intuitive  understanding 
of  each  other.  Aiala  had  been  her  father's 
favourite  child,  and  he,  without  teaching  her 
his  own  tongue,  had  developed  her  mind  to 
a  degree  almost  unknown  among  women  of 
her  mother's  race.  Her  finely-moulded  head 
contained  a  strange  farrago  of  fantastic  and 
poetical  notions,  and  for  one  so  illiterate  she 
had  a  wonderful  gift  of  language.  Her 
memory  was  very  retentive,  especially  for 
poetry  and  passages  from  the  Koran,  which 
she  would  repeat  with  a  remarkable  faculty 
of  original  expression,  while  her  sensitive 
face  reflected  the  spirit  of  the  words. 

Brand,  however,  did  not  even  remotely 
suspect  what  was  the  true  state  of  the  case, 
—  that  the  girl  loved  him  with  the  full 
strength  of  her  passionate  nature.  The  man 
who  had  appeared  twice  in  her  life,  each 
time  in  a  great  crisis,  had  stamped  himself 
indelibly  on  the  untouched  wax  of  her  heart, 
and  she  felt,  without  even  defining  the  feeling 
to  herself,  that   her  love  and   her  life   had 
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become  one  and  the  same.      From  the  day 
when  he  lifted  her  from  the  cab  in  his  arms 
she  had   tenderly  cherished  the  memory  of 
the  strong,  tall,  blue-eyed  stranger  who  had 
rescued  her  from  a  terrible  death,  and  who 
looked  like  a  god  among  the  uncouth,  patois- 
jabbering  crowd,  from  the  like  of  which  her 
only  acquaintance  was  drawn.       Moreover, 
was  he   not  of  the  race  of  the  dead  father 
whom  she  had  loved    so  well  ?     And  when 
he  rushed  into  her  presence,  a  hunted  fugi- 
tive,   had    she  not — after  the  first  shock  of 
surprise  was  over — been  filled  with  exalted 
joy  at  the  thought  that  this  man  of  men  was 
hers  to  save  or  to  slay  with  a  word  ?    And 
whilst   he  cowered    until    dawn    behind    the 
curtain  within  a    yard     of    where  she  lay, 
outwardly  composed,   but  Inwardly  seething 
as  though  with  the  thunder  and  the  tumult 
of  the  sea  pent  within   her   breast,  through- 
out the  long  night  made  splendid  by  starry, 
sleepless    dreams,    had    her   very   soul    not 
melted  In  the  ardent  crucible  of  her  burnlnof 
hopes  and  re-formed  In  the  mould  of  the  man 
whose  personality  was  a  revelation  to  her, 
far  nobler  than  her  highest  ideal  ? 

Aiala   had    hitherto    been  loverless ;    now 
passion  awoke  in  her  torrid,  Eastern  nature 
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like  a  summer  tempest  on  an  Indian  Sea, 
and  its  waves'  resistless  strength  undermined 
what  had  hitherto  been  the  impregnable 
rock  of  Brand's  insensibility.  All  the  un- 
taught wiles  which  are  as  instinctive  to  the 
natural  woman  in  her  youth  as  is  preening 
its  feathers  to  a  bird  in  the  spring-time,  were 
lavished  on  him,  and  long  before  he  even 
suspected  it,  Alala  had  filled  his  heart  as 
completely  as  he  filled  hers. 

She  bade  him  farewell  In  the  dusk,  pro- 
mising to  return  as  soon  as  ever  she  could 
manage  again  to  escape.  When  the  weary, 
leaden-footed  hours  dragged  past  and  yet 
she  did  not  come,  Brand  was  in  despair.  He 
thought  something  had  happened  to  prevent 
her  coming  at  all  that  night,  and  the  agony 
of  longing  which  he  underwent  taught  him 
unmistakably  that  the  love  he  had  dreamt  of, 
but  never  before  experienced,  had  at  length 
made  its  home  In  his  heart. 

A  sound  in  the  room  below  threw  him 
into  an  ecstasy  of  expectation,  and  just 
afterwards  the  trap-door  was  lifted  with  the 
usual  creaking  sound  which  he  had  come 
to  regard  as  sweeter  than  the  sweetest 
music.  It  was  absolutely  dark ;  the  moon 
had    not    yet   arisen,  and    the   wind-driven 
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rain  hissed  against  the  streaming  window- 
panes. 

Brand  came  forward  to  the  corner  where 
the  trap-door  was,  and  his  outstretched  hands 
came  in  contact  with  Aiala,  who  was  shiver- 
ing, apparently  with  cold,  beneath  a  heavy, 
wet  cloak.  She  slid  from  his  attempted 
embrace  with  a  low  breath  of  laughter,  and 
when  he  followed  her  she  again  eluded  him. 
This,  acting  on  his  over-wrought  mind  and 
his  inexperience,  vexed  him  sorely,  and  he 
sat  down  on  the  chair  in  silence  and  weary 
perplexity. 

After  a  few  moments  she  startled  him  by 
striking  a  match  and  lighting  a  small  lamp, 
which  she  then  placed  on  the  bracket.  Brand 
then  noticed  that  she  had  hung  dark  cloths 
across  the  windows. 

He  stood  up  and  looked  at  her  in  wonder- 
ment. A  thick,  dark  cloak  covered  her  from 
head  to  foot  and,  being  drawn  in  around  her 
throat  with  a  string,  formed  a  hood  which 
quite  hid  her  face.  When  she  lifted  the 
lighted  lamp  to  the  bracket  he  saw  with  a 
thrill  that  her  arms  were  bare  from  firm, 
round  wrist  to  shapely  shoulder.  Then  she 
slowly  turned  towards  him  and  gazed  fixedly 
into  his  eyes  from  the  darkness  of  her  hood. 
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Lifting  her  hands  slowly  to  her  throat  she 
untied  the  string,  and  then  made  a  sudden, 
backward  movement  with  her  head.  The 
cloak  slid  down  behind  her  to  the  floor. 

She  was  clad  after  the  fashion  of  her  native 
land  In  a  ''kabaai,"  or  robe  of  delicate,  fawn- 
coloured  silk,  and  a  ''sarong  "  or  skirt  of  the 
same  material,  cerise-coloured.  Her  thick, 
glossy,  black  hair  hung  loosely  over  her 
shoulders  ;  her  throat,  arms,  and  ankles  were 
bare,  and  her  feet  were  covered  by  delicate 
sandals  of  crimson  silk.  In  her  hair  and 
around  her  bosom  were  garlanded  white 
blossoms  of  a  kind  that  Brand  was  un- 
acquainted with,  strung  together  after  the 
manner  of  the  "melatti"  flowers,  and 
emitting  a  very  sweet  and  pungent  scent. 

They  stood,  hardly  a  pace  apart,  and 
gazed  at  each  other,  the  girl  with  parted 
lips  and  heaving  breast,  and  Brand  awed  to 
a  statue  before  her  beauty  and  the  spell  of 
her  eyes.     Then  she  said  In  a  steady  voice  : 

"  I  have  come  to  bid  you  farewell.  To- 
morrow morning  the  doors  will  be  opened  to 
you,  and  you  can  go  forth  ;  then  I  shall  die." 

She  spoke  with  a  calmness  that  carried 
conviction.  Brand's  love  had  become  as 
necessary  to   her   untutored   heart,  with    its 
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wild,  elemental  promptings,  as  the  air  to 
her  nostrils  ;  and  he,  with  his  perceptions 
rendered  acute  by  emotional  stress,  knew 
that  she  spoke  but  the  truth. 

Then  Aiala's  strength  seemed  suddenly  to 
give  way ;  she  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  swayed  like  a  lily  in  the  wind,  and 
faltered  to  the  ground  at  Brand's  feet. 

The  spell  was  broken  ;  the  love  in  the 
rising  stream  of  which  he  had  unwittingly 
been  standing  overwhelmed  and  bore  Brand 
away  in  its  resistless  course.  He  bent  down 
to  Aiala  and  clasped  her  to  his  breast.  She 
nestled  to  him  with  low  murmurs  of  blissful 
content,  and  wound  her  soft  arms  about  his 
neck. 

As  their  lips  met  for  the  first  time,  the 
sordid  world  rolled  away  and  was  forgotten, 
and  they  seemed  to  rest  on  some  palm- 
shaded  isle  in  a  sea  of  infinite  delight,  where 
the  waves  sang  around  them  strong  songs  of 
peace  and  joy. 


Ill 

Thus  love  grew,  bourgeoned,  and  flowered 
between  these  two  thus  strangely  thrown 
together    in    the    house    of    pestilence    and 
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death,  like  some  rich,  exotic  plant.  Brand 
no  longer  thought  of  departing.  To  him 
had  come  the  end  of  Time,  and  the  realiza- 
tion of  Eternity  through  infinity  of  joy. 
The  ever-present  danger  of  discovery,  the 
inevitable  consequence  of  which  would  have 
been  death,  added  ardour  to  their  bliss  even 
as  wind  causes  glowing  embers  to  flush  and 
glow  more  hotly.  Their  short  meetings 
were  full  of  rapture,  and  the  hours  they 
spent  apart  were  long,  delicious  trances  of 
remembrance  and  anticipation.  Time  was 
like  a  golden  chain  studded  here  and  there 
at  uncertain  intervals  with  fire-hearted  rubies. 
The  rainy,  tempestuous  weather  continued, 
but  the  lovers  did  not  miss  the  sun  by  day 
nor  the  stars  by  night.  Safe  in  their  warm 
nest  they  would  listen  to  the  muffled  roar  of 
the  rain  on  the  masoned  roof,  thrilling  with  a 
delicious  realization  of  the  contrast  between 
the  cold  and  darkness  outside,  and  the  love 
and  light  which  filled  their  little  chamber. 
Under  the  influence  of  fulfilled  love  Aiala 
became  a  new  being,  developing  fresh  and 
w^onderful  qualities  every  day.  To  her  lover 
she  was  a  perpetually  unfolding  rose  of 
wonder  and  sweetness.  Once,  in  the  midst 
of  a  spring-day  noon  of  changing  moods  she 
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burst  into  tears,  flung  herself  at  Brand's  feet, 
and  confessed  that  she  had  all  along  deceived 
him  as  to  the  difficulty  of  escaping  ;  that  on 
any  of  the  nights  of  his  imprisonment  she 
could,  without  much  danger,  have  guided 
him  through  the  almost  deserted  house  and 
into  the  silent  street.  Would  he  forgive  her 
for  having  thus  deceived  him  ?  He  only 
found  in  what  she  told  him  a  reason  for 
loving  her  the  more,  if  that  were  possible. 

One  morning,  after  Aiala  had  left  him. 
Brand  heard  the  sound  of  footsteps  and 
voices  in  the  lower  chamber.  Then  followed 
silence.  After  some  little  time  he  lifted  the 
trap-door  and  looked  down.  He  saw,  lying 
upon  trestles,  the  hideous  corpse  of  an  old 
Avoman, — another  victim  of  the  scourge. 
When  Aiala  came  again  she  did  not  mention 
the  circumstance,  and  when  Brand  asked  her 
about  it  she  appeared  to  consider  it  not 
worth  regarding.  The  body  was  that  of  the 
last  of  the  original  domestic  servants,  who 
had  died  during  the  previous  night.  It  was 
removed  for  burial  after  dark. 

Now  and  then  Brand  thought  carelessly 
of  the  possibility  of  either  Aiala  or  himself 
taking  the  disease,  but  familiarity  had,  as 
is    usual,    bred    contempt    for    the    danger. 
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Moreover,  Brand  was  strongly  imbued  with 
fatalism,  absorbed  insensibly  from  the  people 
among  whom  so  much  of  his  life  had  been 
spent.  Once  when  he  alluded  to  the  danger, 
Aiala  mocked  lightly  at  the  notion,  and  he 
felt  reassured.  The  superabundant  vitality 
with  which  she  thrilled  seemed  as  though  it 
were  sufficient  to  defy  any  form  of  disease, 
if  not  death  itself. 

Aiala  took  the  greatest  delight  in  minister- 
ing to  the  wants  of  her  lover.  She  brought 
him  food  in  delicate  variety,  and  changes  of 
wearing  apparel.  He  now  dressed  like  a 
Malay  of  superior  rank,  in  loose,  white 
trousers,  long  smock,  short,  sleeveless  jacket 
of  velvet,  pointed  sandals,  and  silken  turban. 
The  latter  she  would  over  and  over  again 
skilfully  roll  for  him,  place  upon  his  head, 
and  immediately  disarrange  with  an  embrace. 

Seven  golden  days  dawned  under  a  pall 
of  tempest  and  drenching  rain,  each  with 
a  brimming  cup  of  delight  for  their  unsated 
lips.  Seven  nights  of  fierce  storm  curtained 
them  away  from  a  world  of  shifting  shadows 
with  a  rich  fabric  woven  in  the  golden  loom 
of  happy  dreams.  Death  was  busy  all  around 
them,  but  they  heeded  him  not,  and  he 
forebore  to  smite.      Perhaps  the   genius   of 
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happiness  that  guested  with  them  for  a  little 
time  shielded  their  nest  with  a  wing  which 
even  the  Destroyer's  dart  could    not  pierce. 

The  eighth  morning  brought  a  cloudless 
sun,  before  the  garish  face  of  which  their 
bliss  melted  like  a  snow-flake  on  the  lips  of 
a  rose. 

When  Brand  looked  out  into  the  bright, 
bracing  morning  he  awoke  from  his  trance 
and  again  yearned  for  freedom.  The  whole 
man  in  him  revolted  against  this  hiding  like 
a  mole  in  the  earth.  The  sunshine  and  the 
cool,  moist  air  seemed  to  call  him  forth  in 
tones  of  imperative  command.  His  love 
for  Aiala  had  not  in  the  slightest  degree 
diminished,  but  a  horror  at  his  situation, 
which  was  accentuated  by  the  pure,  blue 
sky,  fell  upon  him  when  he  realized  the 
nature  of  his  surroundings.  A  longing  to 
lave  in  the  cold,  cleansing  sea  came  over 
him,  and  he  felt  that  he  must  go  forth, 
taking  Aiala  with  him.  He  was  prepared  to 
acknowledge  her  as  his  ^wife  in  the  face  of 
the  world,  and  in  all  his  plans  for  the  future 
she  was  inextricably  woven. 

Aiala  had  slipped  away  from  his  side 
before  dawn  while  he  was  yet  sleeping,  and 
it  was  the  middle  of  the  forenoon  before  she 
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was  able  to  return.  She  found  him  pacing 
to  and  fro  Hke  a  caged  Hon  raging  for  its 
freedom. 

Brand  clasped  her  in  his  arms  and  poured 
out  his  trouble  in  a  torrent  of  passionate 
words.  She  freed  herself  gently  from  his 
embrace  and  knelt  before  him  with  her  head 
bowed  in  token  of  submission.  She  had 
understood  in  a  flash  the  state  of  her  lover's 
mind,  and  the  strength  of  his  longing  to  go 
forth,  and  she  submitted  to  the  inevitable. 
One  of  the  most  marked  effects  which  their 
mutual,  virginal  passion  had  upon  these  two 
was,  that  they  became  one  in  a  very  real 
sense.  Aiala,  as  a  woman,  naturally  absorbed 
more  of  Brand  than  he  did  of  her,  and  it 
was  the  intuitive  perception  of  his  thoughts, 
his  hopes,  and  his  needs  manifested  by  Aiala 
which  struck  her  lover  with  a  sense  of  wonder 
and  almost  with  fear.  It  sometimes  felt  as 
though  he  had  recreated  her  in  his  own 
mental  and  spiritual  image  and  likeness. 

It  was  decided  that  Brand  was  to  make 
his  escape  just  before  midnight,  Aiala  guiding 
him  through  the  front  door  into  the  street. 
He  was  to  dress  as  a  Malay,  leaving  his  own 
clothes  to  be  disposed  of  by  Aiala  amongst 
the  lumber  in  the  lower  room.     He  was  to 
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return  forty-eight  hours  later,  and  these  two 
meant  then  to  wander  forth  together  Into 
the  wide  world. 

The  last  few  hours  of  companionship  which 
remained  to  them  seemed  to  be  blighted  by 
the  shadow  of  impending  woe.  After  they 
had  arranged  the  preliminaries  regarding 
Brand's  departure  they  hardly  spoke  again 
to  each  other,  but  sat  locked  In  a  silent,  close 
embrace.  The  vivid  colour  and  the  ethereal, 
bliss-born  light  had  faded  out  of  Aiala's 
lovely  face,  and  given  place  to  a  shaded 
pallor.  Her  eyes  were  more  wonderful  than 
ever ;  the  pupils  having  dilated  to  such 
an  extent  that  the  irises  were  completely 
absorbed. 

It  was  at  about  eleven  o'clock  that  Alala 
ascended  the  ladder  for  the  last  time,  for  the 
purpose  of  leading  her  lover  forth.  She 
hung  around  his  neck  a  thin  gold  chain  with 
a  large  pearl  clasped  by  a  rough,  gold  band 
attached  to  it.  They  bade  each  other  a 
silent,  tearless,  passionate  farewell,  and  then 
went  forth,  down  the  ladder  and  across  the 
yard,  Alala  leading  and  Brand  following 
with  steps  that  faltered  now  that  the  parting 
was  so  near.  Had  Alala  asked  him  to  stay 
now  at  the  last  moment  he  would  have  done 
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so  without  hesitation,  but  although  the  word 
was  probably  upon  her  lips,  for  she  always 
divined  Brand's  moods,  she  did  not  speak  it. 

Once  they  paused  in  going  along  the 
passage  to  the  front  door,  and  Aiala  lifted 
a  curtain  that  hung  before  a  doorway.  Brand 
looked  and  saw  the  old  priest  sitting  on  the 
floor  in  mourning  garb,  still  with  ashes  strewn 
upon  his  head.  A  dim  light  shone  upon  the 
pain-worn  face,  the  sightless  eyes,  and  the 
trembling  lips  that  moved  in  prayer  to  the 
God  whom  the  Great  Prophet  of  Islam 
had  always  called  "the  compassionate — the 
merciful."  On  the  floor  near  the  mourner 
lay  the  green  robe  and  the  turban  of  his 
dead  son. 

Brand  walked  down  the  street  with  a  heart 
like  lead  in  his  breast,  and  a  sense  as  of  one 
who,  having  died  and  reached  Paradise,  and 
again  come  to  life,  knows  that  henceforth 
he  must  be  a  stranger  among  the  sons  of 
men. 


IV 

Brand  arrived  at  his  lodgings  just  before 
midnight,  and  went  up-stairs  quietly  to  his 
room.    The  front  door  of  the  house  had  been 
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left  open  for  some  of  the  lodgers  who  were 
still  out.  To  his  relief  he  met  no  one  on  the 
stairs  or  in  the  passages  ;  otherwise  he  would 
have  had  some  difficulty  in  accounting  for 
his  being  in  Malay  garb. 

Upon  awaking  in  the  morning  he  had 
some  difficulty  in  persuading  himself  that 
he  had  been  away  for  ten  days, — or  indeed 
at  all.  The  last  week  seemed  now  a  fevered 
dream  of  terror  and  delight.  Was  it  real  ? 
His  hand  accidentally  touched  Aiala's  pearl 
which  hung  from  his  neck,  and  his  doubts 
vanished.  He  sprang  out  of  bed,  dressed 
as  quickly  as  he  could,  and  hurried  down  to 
the  sea  to  have  the  swim  he  so  longed  for. 
The  cold  southern  current  was  sweeping 
into  Table  Bay.  Brand  plunged  into  the  surf, 
and  swam  out  beyond  the  line  of  breakers. 
He  felt  the  clean,  stinging  water  dissipating 
the  fantasies  which  were  woven  around  him, 
and  Aiala's  image  rose  clear  over  the  mists 
that  had  clouded  his  understanding,  like  the 
sun  over  a  huddled  mass  of  dissolving,  wind- 
driven  clouds. 

After  his  swim  Brand  walked  slowly  back 
to  his  lodgings,  thinking  over  the  strange 
problem  set  before  him  for  solution,  and 
wondering  as  to  what   the  outcome  of   the 
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matter  would  be.  As  to  Aiala,  his  intentions 
were  clear  and  distinct  up  to  a  certain  point. 
He  meant  to  take  her  away  at  once  from  the 
house  of  pestilence,  and  eventually  to  marry 
her,  but  he  knew  enough  of  law  to  be  quite 
sure  that,  she  being  under  age,  he  could 
not  marry  her  without  the  consent  of  her 
guardians,  and  he  knew  enough  of  Maho- 
metan prejudice  to  be  certain  that  such 
consent  he  would  never  obtain. 

What  in  the  mean  time  was  he  to  do  ? 
He  could  not  bring  Aiala  to  the  lodging- 
house — that  was  quite  certain.  His  means, 
moreover,  were  very  limited.  He  had  been 
waiting  in  Cape  Town  in  the  hope  of 
obtaining  employment  from  a  certain  mining 
syndicate  there  being  formed,  but  as  yet  no 
definite  offer  had  been  made  him.  However, 
Aiala  must,  under  any  circumstances,  be  at 
his  side  from  and  after  the  second  midnight 
following — that  was  the  only  certain  and 
important  thing ;  all  the  rest  was  mere 
detail. 

Brand's  landlady  was  much  astonished 
when  he  put  in  an  appearance  at  breakfast, 
but  he  silenced  all  inquiries  on  the  subject 
of  his  absence  by  stating  that  he  had  been 
called  suddenly  away,  and  that  he  supposed 
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his  letter  explaining  his  absence  had  mis- 
carried. 

After  breakfast  he  went  to  his  room,  and, 
feeling  unwell,  threw  himself  on  the  bed,  and 
fell  asleep.  It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when 
he  awoke  with  a  violent  headache,  a  feverish 
skin,  and  a  burning  thirst.  In  the  evening- 
delirium  set  in  and  a  doctor  was  sent  for. 
He  pronounced  the  malady  to  be  small-pox, 
so  next  morning  Brand  was  removed  to  the 
lazaretto. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  Brand  had  recently 
been  vaccinated  the  attack  was  a  severe 
one.  When  he  regained  his  senses  at  the 
cessation  of  the  fever  he  wanted,  weak  as 
he  was,  to  rush  out  and  go  to  Aiala,  but 
this,  of  course,  the  attendants  prevented  him 
from  doing.  Afterwards  he  resigned  him- 
self quietly  to  his  fate,  and  remained  at  the 
lazaretto  until  discharged  as  cured. 

He  took  a  cab  and  returned  to  his  lodgings, 
where  he  found,  to  his  relief,  that  the  disease 
had  not  been  communicated  to  any  of  the  other 
inmates.  As  the  day  wore  on  he  watched 
the  slowly-sinking  sun  with  chafing  im- 
patience, longing  for  the  hour  when  he  could 
go  to  Aiala,  clasp  her  to  his  heart,  and  ex- 
plain his  absence. 
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At  length  the  hour  of  eleven  was  slowly 
struck  from  the  belfry  tower,  and  Brand 
hurried  to  the  nearest  cab-stand.  He  hired 
a  cab  to  convey  him  in  the  direction  of  the 
silent  street,  and  discharged  it  some  little 
distance  from  his  destination.  He  went 
forward  on  foot,  and  when  he  got  close  to 
the  house  he  knew  so  well,  he  noticed  a 
small  crowd  of  people  congregated  before 
the  door.  They  w^ere  all  Malays.  He  moved 
in  among  them  and  listened  to  their  conver- 
sation. He  heard  one  man  relating  to  another, 
evidently  a  stranger,  how  every  member  of 
the  old  priest's  family  had  been  carried  off 
by  the  scourge,  and  how  the  young  girl,  his 
grand-daughter,  whose  body  they  were  now 
about  to  bury,  had  almost  recovered,  but 
had  died  of  weakness  through  refusing  to 
take  nourishment  after  her  convalescence 
had  set  in. 

Then  the  door  opened,  and  the  body, 
wrapped  in  white  linen,  was  carried  out  and 
borne  onward  upon  a  bier  by  four  men. 
The  little  crowd  of  people  formed  a  pro- 
cession behind  It.  Brand,  with  a  heart  of 
frozen  stone  in  his  desolated  breast,  followed 
after  the  others. 

The  cortege  wended  slowly  to  the  Malay 
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burial-ground  high  on  the  mountain  side, 
and  here  Brand  stood  among  the  tinselled 
tombs  and  saw  Aiala's  body  lowered  into 
the  dark  grave.  He  listened  in  dread  for 
the  first  sound  of  the  earth  falling  upon  the 
flesh  that  he  loved,  and  that  had  thrilled  to 
his  kisses,  but  found  to  his  surprise  that  it 
had  little  or  no  effect  upon  his  feelings.  The 
funeral  was  hurriedly  and  unceremoniously 
conducted,  so  in  a  very  few  minutes  the  grave 
was  filled  in,  and  those  who  gathered  round 
it  dispersed. 

Brand  threw  himself  upon  the  new-made 
grave.  As  yet  no  waiHng  mourners  had 
come  to  desecrate  the  spot.  All  around  him 
the  weird  howls  arose,  but  they  smote  un- 
heeded on  his  ear.  He  was  just  stupidly 
trying  to  recall  Aiala's  face,  and  finding  to 
his  annoyance  that  he  could  not  do  so 
clearly.  Then  he  began  to  murmur  her  name 
over  and  over  to  himself  softly,  in  different 
cadences. 

An  old  man,  probably  a  priest,  came  quietly 
up  and  bent  over  him.  Brand  had  kept  on 
repeating  Aiala's  name.  The  old  man  laid 
a  kindly  hand  on  his  shoulder  and  reminded 
him  in  the  Malay  tongue  of  the  Prophet's 
words  of  consolation  to  mourners,  and  pro- 
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mises  to  such  as  die  in  the  faith.  Brand 
listened  without  being  able  to  understand  a 
word  of  what  he  was  saying  for  some  time  ; 
but  an  expression  that  Aiala  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  using  in  her  poetical  moods  fell  from 
the  old  man's  lips,  and  startled  the  stunned 
hearer  into  momentary  animation.  The  pas- 
sage w^here  the  expression  occurs  is  at  the 
beginning  of  that  chapter  of  the  Koran  known 
as '' The  Rending  Asunder."  Brand  inter- 
rupted the  garrulous  flow  of  the  old  man's 
talk  by  continuing  the  passage  which  he  had 
unconsciously  quoted  : 

''When  the  seas  are  let  loose,  and  when 
the  tombs  are  turned  upside  down,  the  soul 
shall  know  what  it  hath  done  and  left 
undone." 

The  old  man  stood  up  and  moved  quietly 
away. 


THE    END 
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Poetr 


GEORGE  WYNDHAM 
SHAKESPEARE'S  POEMS.     Edited,  wilh  an  Introduction  and 
Notes,  l)y  George  WvNDiiAM,  M. P.     C/mcwi  Svo.     6s. 

W  E   HENLEY 
ENGLISH  LYRICS.     Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  E.  Henley. 
Crown  "^vo.     Buckram,     6s. 

Also  15  copies  on  Japanese  paper.     Demy  %vo.     £2,  2s. 
Few  announcements  will  be  more  welcome  to  lovers  of  English  verse  than  the  one 
iliat  Mr.    Henley  is  bringing  together  into   one   book   the  finest  lyrics  in    our 
language.     The  volume  will  be   produced  with  the   same  care  that  made  '  Lyra 
Ileroica'  delightful  to  the  hand  and  eye. 

Travel  and  Adventure 

SIR  H.  H.  JOHNSTON,  K.C.B. 
BRITISH  CENTRAL  AFRICA.      By  Sir  H.   H.   Johnston, 
K.C.I).     With  nearly  Two  Hundred   Illustrations,   and  Five  Maps. 
Crown  Aflo.     30j-. 

COXTKXTS. 

(5)  The  Missionaries. 


(i')  The  history  of  Nyasaland  and 
British  Central  Africa  generally,  with  a 
detailed  account  of  events  during  the  last 
seven  years. 

(2)  A  detailed  description  of  the  various 
races  considered  antiiropologically  and 
ethnologically 

(3)  The  languages  of  British  Central 
Africa. 

(4)  The  European  settlers,  their  mode 
of  life  ;   coffee,  cultivation,  etc. 


(6)  The  fauna  of  Nyasaland,  with  much 
information  concerning  its  big  game. 

(7)  The  flora  and  the  minerals. 

(3)  The  scenery  (copiously  illustrated  to 
show  the  remarkable  natural  beautj-  of 
the  country),  and 

(9)  A  concluding  chapter  on  the  future 
prospects  of  the  country. 


CAPTAIN  HINDE 
THE  FALL  OF  THE  CONGO  ARABS.  By  Sidney  L. 
IIlNDE.  With  Portraits  and  Plans.  Demy  ?>vo.  12s.  6d. 
This  volume  deals  with  the  recent  Belgian  Expedition  to  the  Upjier  Congo,  which 
developed  into  a  war  between  the  State  forces  and  the  Arab  sla\e  raiders  in 
Central  Africa.  Two  white  men  only  returned  alive  from  the  three  years'  war — 
Commandant  Dhanis  and  the  writer  of  this  book.  Captain  Hindc.  During  the 
greater  part  of  the  time  spent  by  Captain  Ilindo  in  the  Congo  he  was  amongst 
cannibal  races  in  little-known  regions,  and,  owing  to  tlie  peculiar  circumstances 
of  his  position,  was  enabled  to  sec  a  side  of  native  history  shown  to  few  Europeans. 
'Jhe  war  terminated  in  the  complete  defeat  of  the  Arabs,  seventy  thou'^and  of 
whom  perished  during  the  struggle. 
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eaden-fcwsll 
SCOUTING     SKETCHES     IN    RHODESIA.      By    Lieut. 
Colonel    Baden-Powell.      With  numerous  Illustrations,  Maps, 
etc.     Demy  %vo.     Cloth,    i^s. 

PRINCE  HENRI  OF  ORLEANS 
FROM  TONKIN  TO  INDIA.  By  Prince  Henri  of 
Orleans.  Translated  by  Hamley  Bent,  M.A.  With  over  loo 
Illustrations  and  4  Maps.  Demy  8z'o.  21s. 
The  travels  of  Prince  Henri  in  1895  from  China  to  the  valley  of  the  Bramaputra 
covered  a  distance  of  2100  miles,  of  which  1600  was  through  absolutely  unexplored 
country.  No  fewer  than  seventeen  ranges  of  mountains  were  crossed  at  altitudes 
of  from  11,000  to  13,000  feet.  The  journey  was  made  memorable  by  the  discoverj' 
of  the  sources  of  the  Irrawaddy.  To  the  physical  difficulties  of  the  journey  were 
added  dangers  from  the  attacks  of  savage  tribes.  The  book  deals  with  many  of 
the  burning  political  problems  of  the  East,  and  it  will  be  found  a  most  important 
contribution  to  the  literature  of  adventure  and  discovery. 

L   D^CLE 

THREE  YEARS  IN  SAVAGE  AFRICA.  By  Lionel  Decle, 
With  an  Introduction  by  II.  M.  Stanley,  M. P.  With  100  Illus- 
trations and  5  Maps.  Demy?>vo.  2.\s. 
Few  Europeans  have  had  the  same  opportunity  of  studying  the  barbarous  parts  of 
Africa  as  Mr.  Decle.  Starting  from  the  Cape,  he  visited  in  succession  Bechuana- 
land,  the  Zambesi,  Matabeleland  and  Mashonaland,  the  Portuguese  settlement  on 
the  Zambesi,  Nyasaland,  Ujiji,  the  headquarters  of  the  Arabs,  German  East 
Africa,  Uganda  (where  he  saw  fighting  in  company  with  the  late  Major  '  Roddy' 
Owen),  and  British  East  Africa.  In  his  book  he  relates  his  experiences,  his 
minute  observations  of  native  habits  and  customs,  and  his  views  as  to  the  work 
done  In  Africa  by  the  various  European  Governments,  whose  operations  he  was 
able  to  study.  The  whole  journey  extended  over  7000  miles,  and  occupied 
exactly  three  years. 

H.   S.   COV/rER 

THE  HILL  OF  THE  GRACES:  OR,  the  Great  Stone 
Temples  of  Tripoli.  By  H.  S.  Cowper,  F.S.A.  With  Maps, 
Plans,  and  75  Illustrations.  Demy  %vo.  los.  6d. 
The  Turkish  prohibition  against  all  European  travel  in  their  African  Pashalics  has, 
during  the  last  seventeen  j^ears,  rendered  Impossible  both  geographical  and 
archaeological  research.  The  author,  however,  was  enabled  to  make  two  journeys 
through  the  hill  range  of  Tripoli  in  1895  and  1896,  and  this  volume  deals  chiefly 
with  a  remarkable  series  of  megalithic  Temples  and  Trilithons,  which  he  found 
to  exist  there  in  extraordinary  numbers.  These  ruins  have  hithen'o  been  quite 
uninvestigated,  and  to  Englishmen  should  have  an  exceptional  interest,  from  the 
light  It  is  believed  they  will  throw  on  our  own  national  monument  of  Stonehenge. 
In  all  about  one  hundred  sites  were  visited  and  photographed,  and  the  volume  will 
be  fully  Illustrated  by  maps,  plans,  and  photographs.  Chapters  will  also  be  devoted 
to  modern  Tripoli,  the  little  visited  ruins  of  J  eptes  Magna,  the  ancient  and 
modern  geography  of  the  district  generally,  and  the  author's  personal  experiences. 

W.  CROOKE 
THE   NORTH-WEST    PROVINCES   OF     INDIA:    Their 
Ethnology  AND  Administration.    By  W.  Crooke.    With  Maps 
and  Illustrations.     DemyZvo.     los.  6cl. 
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MORHIS  FULLER 

THE  LIFE  AND  WRITINGS  OF  JOHN  DAVENANT, 
D.D.  (1571-1641),  rrcsident  of  Queen's  College,  Lady  Margaret  Pro- 
fessor of  Divinity,  Cambridge,  Lord  Bishop  of  Salisl)ury.  By  the 
Rev.  Morris  Fuller,  B.D.,  Vicar  of  St.  Mark's,  Marylebone. 
Crown  8z'(7.     7^-.  dd. 

Dr.  Davcn.int,  Bishop  of  Salisbury,  the  maternal  uncle  of  Dr.  Fuller,  lived  at  a  very 
critical  time  in  our  history  (1571-1641).  He  was  one  of  the  British  representatives 
of  the  first  great  Synod  of  the  reformed  churches  held  at  Dort,  was  one  of  Arch- 
bishop Laud's  Suffragans,  and  assisted  him  in  carrying  out  his  reforms. 

Pn'cis  is  given  of  some  of  the  Bishop's  writings,  and  a  ver>'  celebrated  sermon,  never 
before  published  and  supposed  to  have  been  lost,  is  printed  in  extenso. 

EDWARD  GIBBON 
THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
By  Edward  Gibbon.  A  New  Edition,  edited  with  Notes, 
Appendices,  and  Maps  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Dublin.  In  Seven  Volnmes.  Demy  Zvo,gilt  top,  ?>s.  6d, 
each.     Croivn  8zv.     ds.  each.      Vol.  III. 

J.  WELLS 
THE    CITY    AND    UNIVERSITY    OF    OXFORD.      By  J. 
Wells,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadham  College.     Illustrated 
by  E.  II.  New.     Fcp.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

This  is  a  Guide — chieflj'  historical — to  the  Colleges  of  Oxford.  It  contains  numerous 
full-page  illustrations. 

C.  H.  GRINLING 
A  HISTORY  OF  THE  GREAT  NORTHERN  RAILWAY, 
1845-95.  By  C.  H.  Grinling.  Vvith  Maps  and  Illustrations. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
A  record  of  Railway  enterprise  and  development  in  Northern  England,  containing 
much  matter  hitherto  unpublished.  It  appeals  both  to  the  general  reader  and  to 
those  speciallj'  interested  in  railwaj'  construction  and  management. 


Naval  and  Military 


DAVID  HANNAY 
A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  THE  ROYAL  NAVY,  From 
Early  Times  to  the  Present  Day.  By  David  Hannav. 
Illustrated.  2  Vo/s.  Demy  %vo.  \^s. 
This  book  aims  at  giving  an  account  not  only  of  tne  fighting  we  nave  done  at  sea, 
but  of  the  growth  of  the  service,  of  the  part  the  Navy  has  played  in  the  develop- 
ment of  the  Empire,  and  of  its  inner  life.  The  author  has  endeavoured  to  avoid 
the  mistake  of  sacrificing  the  earlier  periods  of  naval  hi:.tory — the  ver^-  interesting 
wars  with  Holland  in  die  seventeenth  century,  for  instance,  or  the  American 
^V'ar  of  1 779-1733— to  the  later  struggle  with  Revolution.'u-y  and  Imperial  France. 
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col.  cooper  king 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  BRITISH  ARMY.  By  Lieut-Colonel 
Cooper  King,  of  the  Staff  College,  Camberley.  Illustrated.  Demy 
8zw.  7jr.  dd. 
This  volume  aims  at  describing  the  nature  of  the  different  armies  that  have  been 
formed  in  Great  Britain,  and  how  from  the  early  and  feudal  levies  the  present 
standing  army  came  to  be.  The  changes  in  tactics,  uniform,  and  armament  are 
briefly  touched  upon,  and  the  campaigns  in  which  the  army  has  shared  have 
been  so  far  followed  as  to  explain  the  pavt  played  by  British  regiments  in  them. 


Theology 


E.  C.  S.  GIBSON 
THE    XXXIX   ARTICLES   OF  THE  CHURCH   OF  ENG- 
LAND.    Edited  with  an  Introduction  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D., 
Vicar  of  Leeds,  late  Principal  of  Wells  Theological  College.     In  Tzvo 
Volumes.    Demy  2>vo.    *js.  6d.  each:    Vol.  11.    Articles  IX. -XXXIX. 

W.  H.  BENNETT 
A   PRIMER   OF   THE   BIBLE.    By  Prof.  W.  H.  Bennett. 
Crown  8t'(?.     2s.  6d. 

gcbotioiml  §tru0 

C.  BIGG 

THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE.  Newly  Trans- 
lated, with  an  Introduction,  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student  of 
Christ  Church.  With  a  Frontispiece.  i2,mo.  is.  6d. 
This  little  book  is  the  first  volume  of  a  new  Devotional  Series,  the  volumes  of  which 
will  be  edited  by  competent  scholars,  printed  in  clear  type,  and  published  at  a 
very  low  price. 
This  volume  contains  the  nine  books  of  the  '  Confessions,'  which  are  suitable  for 
devotional  purposes.  The  name  of  the  Editor  is  a  sufficient  guarantee  of  the 
excellence  of  the  edition. 

F.   E.   BRIQHTMAN 
THE  DEVOTIONS  OF  BISHOP  ANDREWES.   Newly  Trans- 
lated, together  with  his  '  Manual  of  the  Sick,'  with  an  Introduction 
by  F.  E.  Brightman,  M.A.,  of  the  Pusey  PIousc,   Oxford.     i8///<7. 

i^.  ed. 

The  inclusion  of  Andrewes'  *  Manual  of  the  Sick '  will  greatly  increase  the  value  of 
this  edition  of  the  '  Preces  Privatse.' 


Sport 


H.  MORGAN  BROWNE 
SPORTING  AND  ATHLETIC  RECORDS.     By  H.  Morgan 
Browne.     Crown  8z'o,     35.  6d. 

This  book  gives,  in  a  clear-  and  complete  form,  accurate  records  of  the  best  perform- 
ances in  all  important  branches  of  Sport,     It  is  an  attempt,  never  yet  made,  to 
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present  all-important  sporting  records  in  a  systematic  way.  In  many  branches  of 
athletics  world's  records  will  be  properly  tabulated  for  the  fust  time.  Records  at 
many  of  the  grca'  public  schools  will  be  given.  While  complete  lists  of  the 
winners  of  important  events  in  the  world  of  sport  {e.g.  principal  horse  races, 
English  Amateur  Champ-unships,  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat-race,  etc.  etc.) 
will  be  found  in  an  Appendi.\. 


General  Literature 


ARTHUR  SHERWELL 

LIFE   IN  WEST   LONDON:    A  Study  and  a  Contrast. 
By  Arthur  Sherwell,  M.A.     Crown  '^vo.     2s.  6d, 

H.  A.  SALMONE 

THE   FALL  AND    RESURRECTION  OF   TURKEY.      By 

H.  Anthony  Salmon e.     With  Portraits.     Crown  Svo.     3^.  6 J. 

LAURIE  MAGNUS 

A   PRIMER   OF   WORDSWORTH.     By  Laurie  Magnus. 

Crown  Svo.     2s,  6d. 

R.  USSHER 
NEO-MALTHUSIANISM.    By  R.  Ussher,  M.A.    Cr.  Svo.    5^. 
An   Enquiry  into   that   System,   with  regard   to  its   Economy  and 
Morality. 

This  book  deals  with  a  very  delicate  but  most  important  matter,  namely,  the  volun- 
tary limitation  of  the  family,  and  how  such  action  affects  morality,  the  individual, 
and  the  nation. 

Educational 

C.  STEPHENSON  AND  F.  SUDDARDS 
ORNAMENTAL  DESIGN  FOR  WOVEN  FABRICS.  By 
C.  STEniENSON,  of  The  Technical  College,  Bradford,  and 
F.  SUDDARDS,  of  The  Yorkshire  College,  Leeds.  With  65  full-page 
plates,  and  numerous  designs  and  diagrams  in  the  text.  Dcwj'  Svo. 
7s.  6d. 

The  aim  of  this  book  is  to  supply,  in  a  systematic  and  practical  form,  information  on 
the  subject  of  Decorative  Design  as  applied  to  Woven  Fabrics,  and  is  primarily 
intended  to  meet  the  requirements  of  students  in  Textile  and  Art  Scliools,  or  of 
designers  actively  engaged  in  the  weaving  industry.  Its  wealth  of  illustration  is 
a  marked  feature  of  the  book. 
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R.  E.  STEEL 

MAGNETISM     AND     ELECTRICITY.      By    R.    Elliott 

Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  ^vo.     ^.  6d. 

E.  E.  WHITFIELD 
PRECIS  WRITING  AND  OFFICE  CORRESPONDENCE. 
By  E.  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.     C7'ow}i  Sev.     is. 

{^Couiuiercial  Scries. 

ESSENTIALS     OF     COMMERCIAL     EDUCATION.      By 

E,  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.     Crovjii  Sz'^.     is.  6d. 

A  guide  to  Commercial  Education  and  Examinations,  which  ought  to  prove  most 
useful  ?.s  showing  what  is  now  being  done  in  this  country  to  promote  commercial 
education,  and  also  as  giving  valuable  information  to  those  who  may  wish  to  enter 
for  some  of  the  commercial  examinations  now  held  by  the  London  Chamber  of 
Commerce  and  other  bodies. 

Methuen's  Classical  Texts 

GENERAL    EDITOR 

E.  C.  MARCH  ANT,  M.A. 

OF  TRINITY  COLLEGE,  OXFORD  ;  FELLOW  OF  PETERHOUSE,  CAMBRIDGE  ; 

ST.  Paul's  school,  london. 
Messrs.  Methuen  propose  to  issue  a  new  series  of  Classical  Texts,  edited 
by  eminent  scholars,  for  the  use  of  English-speaking  students.  The  books 
will  be  well  printed  and  bound,  and  will  be  published  at  a  very  low  price. 
The  first  volume  of  every  author  will  contain  a  brief  Introduction  in  English, 
not  exceeding  eight  pages,  in  which  the  necessary  information  about  the  MSS. 
will  be  given,  and  the  salient  features  of  the  author's  style  indicated. 

The  critical  notes,  which  will  be  at  the  foot  of  the  page,  will  exhibit  only 
the  important  MS.  variants  and  conjectures  of  special  value.  They  will 
contain  very  little  argument ;  and  there  will  be  no  explanatory  notes.  Every 
volume  of  the  series  will  contain  a  short  Index  Reruiii  et  Noniinum 

Special  attention  will  be  paid  to  the  typography  of  the  series. 

The  following,  among  many  others,  are  arranged  : — 

AUTHOR.  editor. 

Aeschylus,  .  .  .  R.  Y.  Tyrrell,  D.Litt,  LL.D.,  Regius  Professor  of 
Greek  in  the  University  of  Dublin. 

Aristophanes,  2  vols.,      .        Professor  Tyrrell. 

Sophocles,  .        .        .        W.  J.  RL  Starkie,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 

Dublin. 

Euripides,  3  vols.,  .  .  W.  S.  Hadley,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Bursar  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambridge. 

Thucydides,  2  vols., .  .  E.  C.  Marchant,  I\LA.,  Fellow  of  Peterhouse,  Cam- 
bridge ;  St.  Paul's  School. 

De.mosthenes,  3  vols.,  .  J.  E.  Sandys,  Litt.D.,  Public  Orator  in  the  University 
of  Cambridge. 
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Cjceko— 
Speeches,  3  vob., 

Philosophical  Work>, 
Letters,  2  \'ols., 

Tacitus,  2  vols., 

Terence,    . 

Lucretius, 

Vergil, 

Horace, 
Ovid,  3  vols., 

Juvenal,    . 
Phaedrus, 

Martial,    . 


J.  S.  Reid,  Litt.D.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Caius  College, 

Camliridge. 
J.  S.  Rkid 
"L    C.    Puksek,   M.A.,    Fellow  and   Tutor  of  Trinity 

College,  Dublin. 
G.  G.  Ramsay,  LL.D.,  Litt.D,,  Professor  of  Humanity 

in  the  University  of  Glasgow. 
W.    M.    Lindsay,    M.A.,   Fellow   of   Jesus    College, 

Oxford. 
J.   S.  DuKK,  M.A.,   Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge. 
A.    S.    Wilkin s,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Latin,   Owen's 

College,  Manchester. 
James  Gow,  Litt.D. ,  Master  of  Nottingham  High  School. 
S.  G.  Owen,  M.  A.,  Senior  Student  and  Censor  of  Christ 

Church,  O.xford. 
.S.  G.  Owen,  M.A. 
Robinson  Ellis,   M.A.,  LL.D.,  Corpus  Professor  of 

Latin  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 
W.  M.  Lindsay,  M.A. 


Methuen's  Byzantine  Texts 

GENERAL   EDITOR 

J.  B.  BURY,  M.A. 

FELLOW  AND  TUTOR  OF  TRINITY  COLLEGE,  DUBLIN,  PROFESSOR  OF  MODERN 
HISTORY  IN  DUBLIN  UNIVERSITY. 

Messrs.  Metiiuen  propose  to  issue  a  series  of  texts  of  Byzantine  Historians, 
edited  by  English  and  foreign  scholars.  It  will  consist  mainly  of  Greek  texts, 
but  will  also  include  English  translations  of  some  Oriental  works  which  are 
important  sources  for  Byzantine  history.  The  Greek  te.xts,  which  will  be  in 
all  cases  based  on  original  study  of  MSS.,  will  be  accompanied  by  brief  critical 
notes,  and  preceded  by  short  introductions,  containing  the  necessary  explana- 
tions as  to  the  material  which  has  been  used  for  the  determination  of  the  text. 
A  special  feature  of  these  volumes  will  be  very  full  ijidiccs  Graeciiatis,  framed 
with  a  view  to  the  collection  of  material  for  the  Lexicon  toiius  Graecifatis  of 
the  future.  Each  volume  will  of  course  also  be  provided  w  ith  an  Index  Rcrnm 
et  Nominum. 

The  collaboration  of  a  considerable  number  of  eminent  foreign  scholars  has 
been  secured  ;  so  that  this  series  can  justly  claim  to  be  regarded  as  inter- 
national. 

John  Schmitt,  Ph.D. 

I'KOFESSOR  J.   B.   BUKV. 

Professor  Lambros  of  Athens. 

Professor  Leon  Parmentier  of  Liege  and 

M.  BiDEZof  Gand. 
Professor  J.  B.  Bury. 
Professor  Leo  Steknbach  of  Cracow. 


Chronicle  of  Mokea, 

Constantine  PoRI'HYKOGENNETOS, 

EcTHESis  Chronica, 

EVAGRIUS 


Genesius, 

George  Pisides,        .... 
John  of  Nikin  (translated  from  th;; 

Ethiopic) 

Psellus  (Historia) 

Theodore  of  Cyzicus,     . 


Rev.  R.  H.  Charles. 
Monsieur  C.  Sathas. 
Professor  Lambros. 
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Fiction 

MARIE  OORELLIS  ROMANCES 

New  and  Unifoi'tii  Edition.     Large  Crown  %vo,     6s. 

W' O  R  lA  n\'  O  O  D .     Eighth  Edition. 

THE   SOUL  OF   LILITH.     Ninth  Edition. 

BARABBAS  :  A  DREAM  OF  THE  WORLD'S  TRAGEDY, 
Tzvcnty -ninth  Edition. 

THE   SORROWS    OF   SATAN.     Thirty-fourth  Edition. 

The  above  will  be  issued  in  the  uniform  edition  of  I\Iarie  Corelli's  books. 

ANTHONY  HOPE 
PHROSO.      By  Anthony  Hope,  Author  of  'The  Prisoner  of 
Zenda,'  etc.     Illustrated  by  H.  R.  Millar.     Croivn  8w.     6j-. 

ROBERT  BARR 

THE  MUTABLE  MANY.     By  Robert  Barr,  Author  of  '  In 
the  Midst  of  Alarms,'  *  A  Woman  Intervenes,'  etc.     CroivnZvo.     6s. 

EMILY  LAWLESS 
A   NEW   BOOK.     By  The  Hon.   Emily  Lawless,  Author  of 
'  Hurrish,'  '  Maelcho,'  etc.      Crown  %vo.     6s. 

S.  BARING  GOULD 
GUAVAS  THE  TINNER.     By  S.  Baring  Gould,  Author  of 
'  The  Broom  Squire,'  etc.     Illustrated  by  Frank  Dadd.     Croicn  ^vo. 
6s. 

A  Historical  Romance  of  the  time  of  Elizabeth. 

W.  E.  NORRIS 

CLARISSA    FURIOSA.     By  W.   E.  NORRIS,  Author  of  '  The 
Rogue,'  etc.      Crown  $>vo.     6s. 

GILBERT  PARKER 
THE  POMPOFTHELAVILLETTES.    By  Gilbert  Parker, 

Author  of  '  The  Seats  of  the]\Iighty,'  etc.      Crown  Svo.     3.^  6d. 

J.  MACLAREN  COBBAN 
WILT  THOU  HAVE  THIS  Vv^OMAN  .^     By  J.    M.  COBBAN, 
Aulhur  of  '  The  King  of  Andaman.'     Crown  Hvo.     6j. 
A  2 
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H.  MORRAH 
THE  FAITHFUL  CITY.     By  Hereert  Morrah,  Author  of 
*  A  Serious  Comedy.'     Ovwn  Svo.     6s. 
J.  F.  BREWER 
THE  SPECULATORS.     By  J.  F.  Brewer.     Cro7unSvo.    6s. 

A.  BALFOUR 

BY  STROKE   OF   SWORD.     By  Andrew  Balvour.     Illus- 

traled  by  W.  Cubitt  Cooki-:.      Crown  Svo.     6s. 

JAMES  GORDON 

THE  VILLAGE  AND  THE  DOCTOR.     By  James  GORDON. 

Cfoivn  8z'(?.  6^. 

IDA   HOOPER 

THE  SINGER  OF  MARLY.     By   Ida   Hoorer.      Illustrated 
by  W.  CuBiTT  Cooke.     Civiuii  8zv.     6s. 
A  romance  of  adventure. 

H.  G.  WELLS. 

THE  PLATTNER  STORY  ;  AND  Others.  By  H.  G.  Wells, 
Author  of  'The  Stolen  Bacillus,'  'The  Time  Machine,'  etc.  Crown 
^z'o.     6s. 

MARY  GAUNT 

KIRKHAM'S  FIND.  By  Mary  Gaunt,  Author  of  'The 
Moving  Finger.'     Crozvn  8w.     6^. 

L.  S.  McCHESNEY 
UNDER  SHADOW  OF  THE  MISSION.     By  L.  S.  McChes- 
NEY.      Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

IVL  C.  BALFOUR 
THE  FALL    OF  THE    SPARROW.      By   ^I.    C.    BALFOUR. 
Ci'own  %vo.     6s. 

S.  GORDON 

A  HANDFUL  OF  EXOTICS.  By  S.  Gordon.  Croiun  Zvo. 
is.  6d. 

A  volume  of  stories  of  Jewish  life  in  Russia. 

P.  NEUMANN 

THE  SUPPLANTER.     By  P.  Neumann.    Crow7i  Svo.    ss.  6d. 

H.  A.  KENNEDY 
A  MAN  WITH  BLACK  EYELASHES.     By  H.  A.  Kennedy. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

EANNAH  LYNCH 
AN    ODD    EXPERIMENT.      By  Hannah  Lynch.    Cr  Zvo. 
Zs.  6d. 


A  LIST  OF 

Messrs.     Methuen's 

PUBLICATIONS 


Poetry 

RUDYAHD    KIPLING'S    NEW    POEMS 

Eudyard    Kipling.      THE    SEVEN    SEAS.      By    Rudyard 
Kipling.     Third  Edition.     Crown  ?,vo.     Biukram,  gilt  top.     6j. 

'  The  new  poems  of  Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling  have  all  the  spirit  and  swing  of  their  pre- 
decessors. Patriotism  is  the  solid  concrete  foundation  on  which  Mr.  Kipling  has 
built  the  whole  of  his  work.' — Tivies. 

'  Full  of  passionate  patriotism  and  the  Imperial  spirit.' — Yorkshire  Post. 

'  The  Empire  has  found  a  singer  ;  it  is  no  depreciation  of  the  songs  to  say  that  states- 
men may  have,  one  way  or  other,  to  take  account  of  them.' — Manchester 
Gicardian. 

'  Animated  through  and  through  with  indubitable  genius.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

'Packed  with  inspiration,  with  humour,  with  pathos.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

'  All  the  pride  of  empire,  all  the  intoxication  of  power,  all  the  ardour,  the  energy, 
the  masterful  strength  and  the  wonderful  endurance  and  death-scorning  pluck 
which  are  the  very  bone  and  fibre  and  marrow  of  the  British  character  are  here.' 
—Daily  Mail. 

Rudyard    Kipling.       BARRACK-ROOM     BALLADS,-     And 
Other  Verses.     By  Rudyard  Kipling.      Tenth  Edition.      Crown 
%vo.     6s. 
'  Mr.  Kipling's  verse  is  strong,  vivid,  full  of  character.  .  .  .  Unmistakable  genius 

rings  in  every  line.' — Titncs. 
'  The  ballads  teem  with  imagination,  they  palpitate  with  emotion.     We  read  them 
with  laughter  and  tears ;  the  metres   throb  in  our  pulses,  the  cunningly  ordered 
words  tingle  with  life  ;  and  if  this  be  not  poetry,  what  is?' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"Q."  POEMS  AND  BALLADS.     By  "Q.,"  Author  of  '  Green 
Bays,'  etc.     Crown  Svo.     Buckram,     ^s.  6d. 

'  His  book  will  be  read  with  interest  by  the  most  fastidious  lovers  of-  poetry,  and  it 
will  please  many  who  think  they  have  no  taste  for  poetry  at  all.' — Scotsman. 

"Q."    THE  GOLDEN  POMP  :  A  Procession  of  English  Lyrics 
from  Surrey  to  Shirley,  arranged  by  A.  T.  Quiller  Couch.    Crown 
Svo.     Buckra77i.     6s. 
'A  delightful  volume  :  a  really  golden  "Pomp."' — Spectator. 

"  Q."    GREEN  BAYS  :  Verses  and  Parodies.     By  "  0.,"  Author 
of  'Dead  Man's  Rock,'  etc.     Second  Edition.      Crown  ^vo.     3^.  6d, 
'  The  verses  display  a  rare  and  versatile  gift  of  parody,  great  command  of  metre,  and 
a  very  pretty  turn  of  humour.'  —Ttj/ies, 
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H.  C.  Beeching.  LYRA  SACRA  :  An  Anthology  of  Sacred  Verse. 
Edited  by  II.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.      Crown  2>vo.     Buckram.     6s. 

'  An  :\nthology  of  high  excellence.' — Athcntenm. 

'  A  charming  selection,  which  maintains  a  lofty  standard  of  excellence.' — Times. 

W.  B.  Yeats.  AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF  IRISH  VERSE. 
Edited  by  W.  B.  Yeats.     Crown  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

'  An  attractive  and  catholic  selection.' — Times. 

'  It  is  edited  by  the  most  original  and  most  accomplished  of  modern  Irish  poets,  and 
a.:;ainst  his  editing  but  a  single  objection  can  be  brought,  namely,  that  it  excludes 
from  the  collection  his  own  delicate  lyrics.' — Saturday  Review. 

E.  Mackay.    A  SONG  OF  THE  SEA  :  My  Lady  of  Dreams, 

AND  OTHER  PoEMS.  By  Eric  Mackay,  Author  of  'The  Love 
Letters  of  a  Viohnist.'     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo^  gilt  top.     5.?. 

'  Everywhere  Mr.  Mackay  displays  himself  the  master  of  a  style  marked  by  all  the 
characteristics  of  the  best  rhetoric.  He  has  a  keen  sense  of  rhythm  and  of  general 
balance;  his  verse  is  excellently  sonorous.' — Globe. 

Ibsen.     BRAND.     A  Drama  by  Henrik  Ibsen.     Translated  by 

William  Wilson.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     35.  6d. 

'The  greatest  world-poem  of  the  nineteenth  century  next  to  "Faust."  It  is  in 
the  same  set  with  "  A.^amemnon,"  with  "  Lenr,"  with  the  literature  that  we  now 
instinctively  regard  as  high  and  holy.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

"A.G."  VERSES  TO  ORDER.  By"A.  G."  Cr.%vo.  2s.  6d. 
net. 

A  small  volume  of  verse  by  a  writer  whose  initials  are  well  known  to  Oxford  men. 
'  A  capital  specimen  of  light  academic  poetry.     These  verses  are  very  bright  and 
engaging,  easy  and  sufficiently  witty.' — St.  Jatnes's  Gazette. 

F.  Langbridge.      BALLADS    OF   THE    BRAVE:    Poems   of 

Chivalry,  Enterprise,  Courage,  and  Constancy,  from  the  Earliest 
Times  to  the  Present  Day.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Rev.  F.  Lang- 
bridge.     Crown  Svo.     Buckram.     35.  6d.     Schooi  Edition.     2s.  6d. 

'A  very  happy  conception  happily  carried  out.  These  "  Ballads  of  the  Brave"  are 
intended  to  suit  the  real  tastes  of  boys,  and  will  suit  the  taste  of  the  great  majority.' 
—Spectator.  '  The  book  is  full  of  splendid  things.'— W^cr/^/- 

Lang  and  Craigie.  THE  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 
Edited  by  Andrew  Lang  and  W.  A.  Craigie.  With  Portrait. 
Demy  Svo,  gilt  top.     6j. 

This  edition  contains  a  carefully  collated  Text,  numerous  Notes,  critical  and  textual, 
a  critical  and  biographical  Introduction,  and  a  Glossary. 

'  Among  the  editions  in  one  volume,  I\lr.  Andrew  Lang's  will  take  the  place  of 
authority.' —  Times. 

'To  the  general  pulillc  the  beauty  of  its  type,  and  the  fair  proportions  of  its  pages,  as 
well  as  the  excellent  chronological  arrangement  of  the  poems,  should  make  it 
acceptable  enough.  ^  Mr.  Lang  and  his  publishers  have  certainly  succeeded  in 
producing  an  attractive  popular  edition  of  the  poet,  in  which  the  brightly  written 
bioiiraphiLul  intruductiun  is  nut  the  least  notable  feature.' — Glas^oiv  Herald. 
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English  Classics 

Edited  by  W.  E.  Henley. 

'  Very  dainty  volumes  are  these  ;  the  paper,  type,  and  light-green  binding  are  all 

very  agreeable  to  the  eye.    Simplex  vmnditiis  is  the  phrase  that  might  be  applied 

to  them.' — Globe. 
'  The  volumes  are  strongly  bound  in  green  buckram,  are  of  a  convenient  size,  and 

pleasant  to  look  upon,  so  that  whether  on  the  shelf,  or  on  the  table,  or  in  the  hand 

the  possessor  is  thoroughly  content  with  \hs.xa..' —Guardian. 

THE  LIFE  AND  OPINIONS  OF  TRISTRAM  SHANDY. 
By  Lawrence  Sterne.  With  an  Introduction  by  Charles 
Whibley,  and  a  Portrait.     2  vols.     *]s. 

THE  COMEDIES  OF  WILLIAM  CONGREVE.  With 
an  Introduction  bv  G.  S.  Street,  and  a  Portrait.     2  vols.    is. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  HAJJI  BABA  OF  ISPAHAN. 
By  James  Morier.  With  an  Introduction  by  E.  G.  Browne,  M.  A., 
and  a  Portrait.     2  vols.     75. 

THE  LIVES  OF  DONNE,  \VOTTON,  HOOKER,  HER- 
BERT, and  SANDERSON.  By  Izaak  Walton.  With  an 
Introduction  by  Vernon  Blackburn,  and  a  Portrait.     3^-.  dd. 

THE  LIVES  OF  THE  ENGLISH  POETS.  By  Samuel 
Johnson,  LL.D.  With  an  Introduction  by  J.  II.  Millar,  and  a 
Portrait.     3  vols.     los.  6d. 


Illustrated   Books 


Jane  Barlow.    THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  FROGS  AND  MICE, 

translated  by  Jane  Barlow,  Author  of  '  Irish  Idylls,'  and  pictured 
by  F.  D.  Bedford.     Small  4I0.     6s.  net. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES  retold  by  S. 
Baring  Gould.  With  numerous  illustrations  and  initial  letters  by 
Arthur  J.  Gaskin.     Second  Edition.    Crown  %vo.     B^ickram.     6j. 

'Mr.  Baring  Gould  is  deserving  of  gratitude,  in  re-writing  in  honest,  simple  style  the 
old  stories  that  delighted  the  childhood  of  "our  fathers  and  grandfathers."  _  As  to 
the  form  of  the  book,  and  the  printing,  which  is  by  Messrs.  Constable,  it  were 
difficult  to  commend  overmuch.  — Saturday  Reviciv. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  OLD  ENGLISH  FAIRY  TALES.  Col- 
lected and  edited  by  S.  Baring  Gould.  With  Numerous  Illustra- 
tions by  F.  D.  Bedford.  Second  Edition.  Crown%vo.  L::ckrain.  6s. 
A  charming  volume,  which  chi'dren  will  be  sure  to  appreciate.  The  stories  have 
been  selected  with  great  ingenuity  from  various  old  ballads  and  folk-tales,  and, 
having  been  somewhat  altered  and  readjusted,  now  stand  forth,  clothed  in  Mr. 
Baring  Gould's  delightful  English,  to  enchant  youthful  readers.' — Citardian. 
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S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF  NURSERY  SONGS  AND 
RHYMES.  E'litcd  by  S.  Baring  Gould,  and  Illustrated  by  the 
Birminc^ham  Art  School.  Buckram,  gilt  top,  Croiun  Zvo.  6s. 
'  The  volume  is  very  complete  in  its  way,  as  it  contains  nursery  songs  to  the  number 
of  77,  game-rhymes,  and  jingles.  To  the  student  we  commend  the  sensible  intro- 
duction, and  the  explanatory  notes.  The  volume  is  superbly  printed  on  soft, 
thick  paper,  w  liich  it  is  a  pleasure  to  touch  ;  and  the  borders  and  pictures  arc 
among  the  very  best  specimens  we  have  seen  of  the  Gaskin  school.' — Biniim^- 
haf)t  Gazette. 

H.  C.  Beecliing.  A  BOOK  OF  CHRISTMAS  VERSE.  Edited 
by  H.  C.  Bkeching,  M.A.,  and  Illustrated  by  Wai.tf.r  Crane. 
Crown  S:'(P,  gilt  top.  Ss. 
A  collection  of  the  best  verse  inspired  liy  the  birth  of  Christ  from  the  Middle  Ages 
to  the  present  d.ij'.  A  distinction  of  the  book  is  the  large  number  of  poems  it 
contains  by  modern  authors,  a  few  of  which  are  here  printed  for  the  first  time. 
'An  anthology  which,  from  its  unity  of  aim  and  high  poetic  excellence,  has  a  better 
right  to  exist  than  most  of  its  fellows.' — Guardian. 

History 

Gibbon.  THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN 
EMPIRE.  By  Edward  Gibbon.  A  New  Edition,  Edited  with 
Notes,  Appendices,  and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.,  Fellow  of 
Trinity  College,  Dublin.  In  Seven  Volumes.  Dc^ny  %vo.  Gilt  top. 
%s.  6d.  each.     Also  crown  Svo.     6s.  each.      Vols.  I.  and  II. 

'  The  time  has  certainly  arrived  for  a  new  edition  of  Gibbon's  great  work.  .  .  .  Pro- 
fessor Bury  is  the  right  man  to  undertake  this  task.  His  learning  is  amazing, 
both  in  extent  and  accuracy.  The  book  is  issued  in  a  handy  form,  and  at  a 
moderate  price,  and  it  is  admirably  printed.' — Tiiitcs. 

'  The  edition  is  edited  as  a  classic  should  be  edited,  removing  nothing,  yet  indicating 
the  value  of  the  text,  and  bringing  it  up  to  date.  It  promises  to  be  of  the  utmost 
value,  and  will  be  a  welcome  addition  to  many  libraries.' — Scotsman. 

'This  edition,  so  far  as  one  may  judge  from  the  first  instalment,  is  a  marvel  of 
erudition  and  critical  skill,  and  it  is  the  very  minimum  of  praise  to  predict  that  the 
seven  volumes  of  it  will  supersede  Dean  Milman's  as  the  standard  edition  of  our 
great  historical  classic' — Glasgoiv  Herald. 

'  The  beau-ideal  Gibbon  has  arrived  at  last.' — Shetch. 

'At  last  there  is  an  adequate  modern  edition  of  Gibbon.  .  .  .  The  best  edition  the 
nineteenth  century  could  produce.' — I\!anchcstcr  Guardian. 

Flinders Petrie.    A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,fromthe  Earliest 

Times    to  the  Present  Day.      Edited   by  W.  M.  Flinders 

Petrie,  D.C.L.,    LL.D.,    Prof.ssor  of  Egyptology  at  University 

College.    Fiilly  Illustrated.    In  Six  Volumes.     Crotvn  %vo.    6s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Prehistoric  Times  to  XVI.   Dynasty.      W.   M.    F. 

Petrie.     Second  Editiojt. 
Vol.  II.  The  XVIIth  and  XVIIIth   Dynasties.     W.  M.  F. 
Petrie. 
'  a  history  written  in  the  spirit  of  scientific  precision  so  worthily  represented  by  Dr. 
Petrie   and  his  school  cannot    but  promote    sound    and   accurate    study,    and 
supply  a  vacant  place  in  the  English  literature  of  Egyptology.'— T/w^j. 
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Flinders  Petrio.      EGYPTIAN   TALES.      Edited  by  \V.  M. 

Flinders  Petrie.     Illustrated    by  Tristram    Ellis.  '  In    Two 

Vohimes.     Crown  8z'o.     ^s.  6d.  each. 
*  A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  comparative  folk-lore.     The  drawings  are 

really  illustrations  in  the  literal  sense  of  the  word.' — Globe. 
'  It  has  a  scientific  value  to  the  student  of  history  and  archaeology.' — Scotsman. 
'Invaluable  as  a  picture  of  life  in  Palestine  and  Egypt.'— Z'^/Zy  iV^TCi-. 

Flinders  Petrie.  EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.  By 
W.  ?^I.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L.  With  120  Illustrations.  Crown 
Sz'o.     3x.  6d. 

'Professor  Flinders  Petrie  is  not  only  a  profound  Egyptologist,  but  an  accomplished 
student  of  comparative  archaeology.  In  these  lectures,  delivered  at  the  Roj-al 
Institution,  he  displays  both  qualifications  with  rare  skill  in  elucidating  the 
development  of  decorative  .irt  in  Egypt,  and  in  tracing  its  influence  on  the 
art  of  other  countries.' — Tiines. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  CAESARS. 
The  Emperors  of  the  Julian  and  Claudian  Lines.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  from  Busts,  Gems,  Cameos,  etc.  By  S.  Baring  Gould, 
Author  of  '  Mehalah,'  etc.  Fourth  Edition.  Royal '^vo.  \^s. 
'  A  most  splendid  and  fascinating  book  on  a  subject  of  undying  interest.  The  great 
feature  of  the  book  is  the  use  the  author  has  made  of  the  existing  portraits  of  the 
Caesars,  and  the  admirable  critical  subtlety  he  has  exhibited  in  dealing  with  this 
line  of  research.  It  is  brilliantly  written,  and  the  illustrations  are  supplied  on  a 
scale  of  profuse  magnificence.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
'The  volumes  will  in  no  sense  disappoint  the  general  reader.  Indeed,  in  their  way, 
there  is  nothing  in  any  sense  so  good  in  English.  .  .  .  Mr.  Earing  Gould  has 
presented  his  narrative  in  such  a  waya3  not  to  make  one  dull  page.' — Athenceum. 

H.  de  B.  Gibbins.  INDUSTRY  IN  ENGLAND  :  HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  With 
5  Maps.  Demy  Sz-^.  los.  6d.  Pp.  450. 
This  book  is  ^vritten  with  the  view  of  affording  a  clear  \aew  of  the  main  facts  of 
English  Social  and  Industrial  Historj'  placed  in  due  perspective.  Beginning 
with  prehistoric  times,  it  passes  in  review  the  growth  and  advance  of  industry 
up  to  the  nineteenth  century,  showing  its  gradual  development  and  progress. 
The  author  has  endeavoured  to  place  before  his  readers  the  history  of  industry 
as  a  connected  whole  in  which  all  these  developments  have  their  proper  place. 
The  book  is  illustrated  by  Maps,  Diagrams,  and  Tables,  and  aided  by  copious 
Footnotes. 

A.  Clark.     THE  COLLEGES  OF  OXFORD  :  Their  History, 

their  Traditions.     By  Members  of  the  University.     Edited  by  A. 

Clark,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Lincoln  College.    Zvo.    12s,  6d. 

'  A  work  which  will  certainly  be  appealed  to  for  many  years  as  the  standard  book  on 

the  Colleges  of  Oxford.' — Athenirujtt. 

PeiTens.  THE  HISTORY  OF  FLORENCE  FROM  1434 
TO  1492.     By  F.  T.    Perrens.     Translated  by  Hannah  Lynch. 

^VO.        12S.   6d. 
A  history  of  Florence   under   the   domination   of  Cosimo,  Piero,  and  Lorenzo   de 

Medicis. 
'  This  is  a  standard  book  by  an  honest  and  intelligent  historian,  who  has  deserved 

well  of  all  who  are  interested  in  Italian  history.' — Manchester  Gua7-dian. 
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J.Wells.    A   SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.     By  J.  Wells, 
M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadham  Coll.,  Oxford.       With  4  Maps. 
Crown  ^vo.     T,s.  6d.     350/-/. 
Tins  book  is  intended  for  the   Middle  and  Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  for 

Pass  Students  at  the  Universities.    It  contains  copious  Tables,  etc. 
'An  original  work  written  on  an  original  plan,  and  with  uncommon  freshness  and 
\ic:iinr.' — S/rtr\rr. 

E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh.      THE  CAMPAIGN   OF  WATERLOO. 

By  K.  L.  S.  Horsburgh,  B.A.     JVi//i  Plans.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

'A  brilliant  essay— simple,  sound,  and  thorough.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
'  A  study,  the  most  concise,  the  most  lucid,  the  most  critical  that  has  been  produced.' 
— Bi>-)!i:ngJin ;;;  Mcrcitry, 

H.B.George.  BATTLES  OF  ENGLISH  HISTORY.  ByH.B. 
George,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford.  With  numerous 
Plans.     Third  Edition^     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

'  >rr.  George  has  undertaken  a  very  useful  task — that  of  making  military  affa-rs  in- 
telligible and  instructive  to  non-military  readers — and  has  executed  it  v.'itli  laud- 
able intelligence  and  industry,  and  with  a  large  measure  of  success.' — Titiies. 

'This  book  is  almost  a  revelation  ;  and  we  heartily  congratulate  llie  author  on  his 
work.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

0.  Browning.  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  MEDIEVAL  ITALY, 
A.o.  1250-1530.  By  Oscar  Browning,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Kings 
College,  Cambridge.  Second  Edition.  In  Two  Volumes.  Crovjn 
Sz'o.     ^s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  1250-1409. — Guelphs  and  Ghibelline.<;. 
Vol.  II.  1409-1530. — The  Age  of  the  Condottieri. 
'  A  vivid  picture  of  mediajval  Italy.' — Standard. 

'  Mr.  Browning  is  to  be  congratulated  on  the  production  of  a  work  of  immen^^e 
labour  and  learning.' — W'estviinster  Gazette. 

O'Grady.      THE    STORY    OF    IRELAND.      By    Standish 
O'Grady,  Author  of  '  Finn  and  his  Companions.'     Cr.  %z'0.     is.  6d. 
'Alost  delightful,  most    stimulating.     Its    racy    humour,    its    original    imaginings, 
make  it  one  of  the  freshest,  breeziest  volumes.' — Methodist  Times. 


Biography 


S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  LIFE  OF  NAPOLEON  BONA- 
I'ARl  E.  I'.y  S.  Baring  Gould.  With  over  450  Illustrations  in 
the  Text  and  13  rhotogravure  Plates.  Large  quario.  Gilt  lop.  36^. 
'A  brilliant  and  attractive  volume.  It  impresses  first  by  reason  of  its  bulk, 
and  next  by  reason  of  its  substantial  and  striking  binding.  Within,  it  is 
remarkable,  to  begin  with,  for  the  consideral)le  number  and  unusual  excellence 
of  its  illustrations.  Never  before,  it  is  safe  to  say,  h.ive  so  many  pictures 
relating  to  Napoleon  been  brought  together  within  the  limits  of  an  English 
Ijook.  The  portraits  alone  are  multitudinous  ;  Ponaparte  is  presented  to  us 
at  all  ages,  in  all  sorts  of  costume,  and  amid  very  varied  circumstances.  Then 
there  are  reproductions  of  statuettes,  busts,  and  luedals,  caricatures,  portraits  of 
liis  connections  by  birth  and  maniagp,  representations  of  events  in  which  he  took 
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part,  and  what  not.  The  list  of  illustrations  in  the  text  covers  nine  pages,  and  in 
addition  there  are  a  dozen  full-page  photogravures,  in  which  famous  paintings  are 
reproduced.  Altogether,  this  is  a  table-book  of  the  first  class.  But  it  is  more.  It 
embodies  "a  studj'  of  the  character  and  opinions  of  Napoleon  "  on  which  Mr. 
Baring  Gould  can  be  freely  congratulated.  The  writer's  plan  has  been  to  "  lay 
on  one  side  what  concerned  Napoleon's  military  achievements  and  the  political 
importance  of  his  life,  so  far  as  did  not  bear  on  the  development  of  his  mind  and 
the  movements  of  his  heart."  By  this  means  a  novel  point  of  view  has  been 
secured,  and  the  result  is  a  narrative  of  which  the  chief  characteristic  is  an  agree- 
able freshness.' — Globe. 

R.  L.  Stevenson.  VAILIMA  LETTERS.  By  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson.  With  an  Etched  Portrait  by  William  Strang,  and 
other  Illustrations.    Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.    Buckram,    "js.dd. 

'  The  Vailima  Letters  are  rich  in  all  the  varieties  of  that  charm  which  have  secured 

for  Stevenson  the  affection  of  many  others  besides  "journalists,  fellow-novelists, 

and  boys."  ' — TJie  Times. 
*  Few  publications  have  in  our  time  been  more  eagerly  awaited  than  these  "  Vailima 

Letters,"  giving  the  first  fruits  of  the  correspondence  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

But,  high  as  the  tide  cf  expectation  has  run,  no  reader  can  possibly  be  disappointed 

in  the  result.' — Si.  James's  Gazette. 
'  For  the  student  of  English  literature  these  letters  indeed  are  a  treasure.     They 

are  more  like  "  Scott's  Journal"  in  kind  than  any  other  literary  autobiography.' 

— National  Observer. 

Victor  Hugo.  THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO. 
Translated  from  the  French  by  F.  Clarke,  M.A.  In  Two  Volumes. 
Demy%vo.     los.  6d.  each.     Vol.1.      1815-35. 

This  is  the  first  volume  of  one  of  the  most  interesting  and  important  collection  of 
letters  ever  published  in  France.  The  correspondence  dates  from  Victor  Hugo's 
boyhood  to  his  death,  and  none  of  the  letters  have  been  published  before.  The 
arrangement  is  chiefly  chronological,  but  where  there  is  an  interesting  set  of 
letters  to  one  person  these  are  arranged  together.  The  first  volume  contains, 
among  others,  (i)  Letters  to  his  father  ;  (2)  to  his  young  wife  ;  (3)  to  his  confessor, 
Lamennais ;  (4)  a  ver>'  important  set  of  about  fifty  letters  to  Sainte-Beuve  ;  (5) 
letters  about  his  early  books  and  plays. 

'  A  charming  and  vivid  picture  of  a  man  whose  egotism  never  marred  his  natural 
kindness,  and  whose  vanity  did  not  impair  his  greatness.' — Standard. 

J.  M.  Rigg.    ST.  ANSELM  OF  CANTERBURY  :  A  Chapter 

IN  THE  History    of    Religion.     By  J.  M.  Rigg,  of  Lincoln's 

Inn,  Barrister-at-Law.     Demy  ?>vo,     ys.  6d. 

This  work  gives  for  the  first  time  in  moderate  compass  a  complete  portraitof  St. 
Anselm,  exhibiting  him  in  his  intimate  and  interior  as  well  as  in  his  public  life. 
Thus,  while  the  great  ecclesiastico-political  struggle  in  which  he  played  so  prominent 
a  part  is  fully  dealt  with,  unusual  prominence  is  given  to  the  profound  and  subtle 
speculations  by_which  he  permanently  influenced  theological  and  metaphysical 
thought ;  while  it  will  be  a  surprise  to  most  readers  to  find  him  also  appearing  as 
the  author  of  some  of  the  most  exquisite  religious  poetry  in  the  Latin  language. 

'Mr.  Rigg  has  told  the  story  of  the  great  Primate's  life  with  scholarly  ability,  and 
has  thereby  contributed  an  interestingchapter  to  the  history  of  the  Norman  period.' 
^Daily  Chronicle. 
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F.  W.  Joyce.  THE  LIFE  OF  SIR  FREDERICK  GORE 
OUSELEV.  By  F.  W.  Joyce,  M.A.  With  Portraits  and  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  2>vo.     ys.  6d. 

'The  book  gives  us  a  complete  picture  of  tlie  life  of  one  \vho_  will  ever  be  held  in 
lo\-ing  remembrance,  and  who  in  the  history  of  music  in  this  country  v/ill  always 
occupy  a  prominent  position  on  account  of  the  many  services  he  rendered  to 
the  :^xl.'— Musical  A'cws. 

'  This  book  has  been  undertaken  in  quite  the  right  spirit,  and  written  with  sympathy, 
insight,  and  considerable  literary  skill.' — Times. 

W.  G.  Collingwood.  THE  LIFE  OF  JOHN  RUSKIN.  By 
W.  G.  CoLi.iXGWOOi),  M.A.,  Editor  of  Mr.  Ruskin's  Poems.  With 
numerous  Portraits,  and  13  Drawings  by  Mr.  Ruskin.  Second 
Edition.     2  vols.     8vo.     32J. 

'  No  more  magnificent  volumes  have  been  published  for  a  long  time.' — Ti'vies. 

'  It  is  long  since  we  had  a  biography  with  such  delights  of  substance  and  of  form. 
Such  a  book  is  a  pleasure  for  the  day,  and  a  joy  for  ever.' — Daily  Cht-onicle. 

C.  Waldstein.  JOHN  RUSKIN  :  a  Study.  By  Charles 
Waldstein,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  King's  College,  Cambridge.  With  a 
Photogravure  Portrait  after  Professor  Herkomer.  Post  8vo.  55. 
'A  thou^^htful,  impartial,  well-written  criticism  of  Ruskin's  teaching,  intended  to 
separate  what  the  .luthor  regards  as  valuable  and  permanent  from  what  is  transient 
and  erroneous  in  the  great  master's  writing.' — Daily  Chi-onich. 

W.  H.  Hutton.    THE  LIFE  OF  SIR  THOMAS  MORE.     By 

W.  H.  Hutton,  M.  A.,  Author  of  '  William  Laud.'    With  Portraits. 

Crown  Svo.     ^s. 

'  The  book  lays  good  claim  to  liigh  rank  among  our  biographies.     It  is  excellently, 

even  lovingly,  written.' — Scotsfiian.  '  An  excellent  monograph.' — Times. 

M.  Kaufmann.    CHARLES  KINGSLEY.    By  M.  Kaufmann, 
M.A.      Crozvn  Svo.     Biickraju.     55. 
A  biography  of  Kingsley,  especially  dealing  with  his  achievements  in  social  reform. 
'  The  author  has  certainly  gone  about  his  work  with  conscientiousness  and  industry.  — 
Sheffield  Daily  Telegraph. 

A.  F.  Robbins.    THE  EARLY  PUBLIC  LIFE  OF  WILLIAM 

EWART  GLADSTONE.      By  A.  F.  Robbins.      With  Portraits. 
Crown  %vo.     Q>s. 
'  Considerable   labour  and  much  skill   of  presentation   have   not   been    unworthilj' 
expended  on  this  interesting  work.' — Times. 

Clark  RusselL  THE  LIFE  OF  ADMIRAL  LORD  COL- 
LINGWOOD.  By  W.  Clark  Russell,  Author  of  '  The  Wreck 
of  the  Grosvenor.'  '  With  Illustrations  by  F.  Brangwyn.  Third 
Edition.  Crozun  Svo.  6s. 
'  A  book  which  we  sliould  like  to  see  in  the  hands  of  every  boy  in  the  country.' — 
Si.  James's  Gazette.  '  A  really  good  \iOO^.' Saturday  Review. 

Southey.  ENGLISH  SEAMEN  (Howard,  Clifford,  Hawkins, 
Drake,  Cavendish),  By  Robert  Soutiiey.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  David  Hannay.    Second  Edition.     CrownSvo.    6s. 

'  Admirable  and  well-told  stories  of  our  naval  historj'.' — Antty  and  Navy  Gazette. 

'  A  brave,  inspiriting  book.' — Black  and  IJ'hiff. 
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General  Literature 

S.  Baring  aould.  OLD  COUNTRY  LIFE.  By  S.  Baring 
Gould,  Author  of  'Mehalah,'  etc.  With  Sixty-seven  Illustrations 
by  W.  Parkinson,  F.  D.  Bedford,  and  F.  Masey.  Large 
Crown  8z'0.  los.  6d.  Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition.  6^. 
'"Old  Country  Life,"  as  healthy  wholesome  reading,  full  of  breezy  life  and  move- 
ment, full  of  quaint  stories  vigorously  told,  will  not  be  excelled  by  any  book  to  be 
published  throughout  the  year.    Sound,  hearty,  and  English  to  the  core.' — World. 

S.  Baring  Gould.     HISTORIC  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 

EVENTS.    By  S.  Baring  Gould.     Third  Edition.    Crown  ?>vo.    6s. 

a  collection  of  exciting  and  entertaining  chapters.  The  whole  volume  is  delightful 
reading. ' —  Times. 

S.  Baring  Gould.    FREAKS  OF  FANATICISM.    By  S.  Baring 
Gould.      Thij-d  Edition.     CrozvnZvo.     6s. 
'  Mr.  Baring  Gould  has  a  keen  eye  for  colour  and  effect,  and  the  subjects  he  has 
chosen  give  ample  scope  to  his  descriptive  and  analytic  faculties.     A  perfectly 
fascinating  book.' — Scottish  Leader. 

S.    Baring  Gould.     A  GARLAND   OF   COUNTRY   SONG  : 

English  Folk  Songs  with  their  Traditional  INIelodies.  Collected  and 
arranged  by  S.  Baring  Gould  and  H.  Fleetwood  Sheppard. 
Demy  ^to.      6s. 

S.    Baring  Gould.      SONGS   OF   THE    WEST :   Traditional 

Ballads  and  Songs  of  the  West  of  England,  with  their  Traditional 
Melodies.  Collected  by  S.  Baring  Gould,  M.A.,  and  H.  Fleet- 
wood Sheppard,  M.  A.  Arranged  for  Voice  and  Piano.  In  4  Parts 
(containing  25  Songs  each),  Farts  /.,  //.,  ///.,  3^.  each.  Fart 
IV. ^  5 J".  In  one  Vol.,  French  morocco,  \^s, 
'  A  rich  collection  of  humour,  pathos,  grace,  and  poetic  fancy.' — Saturday  Revieiv. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  YORKSHIRE  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  2,vo.     6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  STRANGE  SURVIVALS  AND  SUPER- 
STITIONS. With  Illustrations.  By  S.  Baring  Gould.  Crozvit 
8vo.     Second  Edition.     6s. 

'  We  have  read  Mr.  Baring  Gould's  book  from  beginning  to  end.  It  is  full  of  quaint 
and  various  information,  and  there  is  not  a  dull  page  in  it.' — Notes  and  Queries. 

S.  Earing  Gould.  THE  DESERTS  OF  SOUTHERN 
FRANCE.  By  S.  Baring. Gould,  With  numerous  Illustrations 
by  F.  D.  Bedford,  S.  Hutton,  etc.     2  vols.     Demy  %vo.     '^2s. 

This  book  describes  the  great  barren  tableland  that  extends  to  the  south  of  Limousin, 
a  country  of  dolomite  clilTs,  and  caiions,  and  subterranean  rivers.  The  region 
is  full  of  prehistoric  and  historic  interest,  relics  of  cave-dwellers,  of  mediaeval 
robbers,  and  of  the  English  domination  and  the  Hundred  Years'  War. 

'His  two  richly-illustrated  volumes  are  full  of  matter  of  interest  to  the  geologist, 
the  archaeologist,  and  the  student  of  history  and  manners.' — Scotsman. 
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R.  S.  Baden-Powell.  THE  DOWNFALL  OF  PREMPEH.  A 
Diary  of  Life  wilh  the  Native  Levy  in  Ashanti,  1895.  By  Lieut. -Col. 
Baden-Puwell.  With  21  Illustrations,  a  Map,  and  a  Special 
Chapter  on  the  Political  and  Commercial  Position  of  Ashanti  by  Sir 
George  Baden-Powell,  K.C.M.G.,  Af.P.     Dewy  ^vo.     los.  6d. 

A  compact,  faithful,  most  readable  record  of  the  campaign.' — Daily  News. 
'  A  bluff  and  vigorous  narrative.' — Glasgmv  Herald. 

G.  W.  Steevens.  NAVAL  POLICY:  With  a  Descrip- 
tion OF  English  and  Foreign  Navies.  By  G.  W.  Steevens. 
Demy  Svo.     6s. 

This  book  is  a  description  of  the  British  and  other  more  important  navies  of  the  world, 
with  a  sketch  of  the  lines  on  which  our  naval  policy  might  possibly  be  developed. 
It  describes  our  recent  naval  policy,  and  shows  what  our  naval  force  really  is.  A 
detailed  but  non-technical  account  is  given  of  the  instruments  of  modern  warfare — 
guns,  armour,  engines,  and  the  like — with  a  view  to  determine  how  far  we  are 
abreast  of  modern  invention  and  modern  requirements.  An  ideal  policy  is  then 
sketched  for  the  building  and  manning  of  our  fleet ;  and  the  last  chapter  is 
devoted  to  docks,  coaling-stations,  and  especially  colonial  defence. 

'An  extremely  able  and  interesting  work.' — Daily  Chro7iicle. 

W.  E.  Gladstone.  THE  SPEECHES  AND  PUBLIC  AD- 
DRESSES OF  THE  RT.  HON.  W.  E.  GLADSTONE,  M.P. 
Edited  by  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A.,  and  H.  J.  Cohen,  M.A.  With 
Portraits.     %vo.      Vols.  IX.  and  X.     12s.  6d.  each. 

Henley  and  Whibley.     A  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH   PROSE. 

Collected  by  W.  E.  Henley  and  Charles  Whibley.    Cr.  Svo.   6s. 

'A  unique  volume  of  extracts — an  art  gallery  of  early  prose.' — Birmingham  Post. 

'  An  admirable  companion  to  Mr.  Henley's  "  Lyra  Heroica.'" — Saturday  Review. 

'  Quite  delightful.  The  choice  made  has  been  excellent,  and  the  volume  has  been 
most  admirably  printed  by  Messrs.  Constable.  A  greater  treat  for  those  not  well 
acquainted  with  pre-Restoration  prose  could  not  be  imagined.' — Athencsum. 

G.  W.   Steevens.     MONOLOGUES   OF   THE    DEAD.      By 

G.  W.  Steevens.     Foolscap  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

A  series  of  Soliloquies  in  which  famous  men  of  antiquity — Julius  Caesar,  Nero, 
Alcibiades,  etc.,  attempt  to  express  themselves  in  the  modes  of  thought  and 
language  of  to-day. 

'  The  effect  is  sometimes  splendid,  sometimes  bizarre,  but  always  amazingly  clever. 
—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

J.  Wells.  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD  LIFE.  By  Members  of 
the  University.  Edited  by  J.  Wells,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of 
Wadham  College.     Crozvn  Svo.     35.  6d. 

Tills  work  contains  an  account  of  life  at  Oxford— intellectual,  social,  and  religious— 
a  careful  estimate  of  necessary  expenses,  a  review  of  recent  changes,  a  staternent 
of  the  present  position  of  the  University,  and  chapters  on  Women's  Education, 
aids  to  study,  and  University  Extension. 

'  We  congratulate  Mr.  Wells  on  the  production  of  a  readable  and  intelligent  account 
of  Oxford  as  it  is  at  the  present  time,  written  by  persons  who  are  possessed  of  a 
close  acquaintance  with  the  system  and  life  of  the  University.' — Athcncpum. 
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W.  M.  Dixon.      A   PRIMER  OF   TENNYSON.     By  W.  M. 

Dixon,  M.zV.,  Professor  of  English  Literature  at  Mason  College. 
Crown  %vo.     2s.  6d. 

*  Much  sound  and  well-expressed  criticism  and  acute  literary  judgments.     The  biblio- 

graphy is  a  boon.' — Speaker. 
'  No  better  estimate  of  the  late  Laureate's  work  has  yet  been  published.     His  sketch 
of  Tennyson's  life  contains  everything  essential ;  his  bibliography  is  full  and  con- 
cise :  his  literary  criticism  is  most  interesting.' — Glasgoiv  Herald. 

W.  A.  Craigie.     A  PRIMER  OF  BURNS.    By  W.  A.  Craigie. 

Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 
This  book  is  planned  on  a  method  similar  to  the  '  Primer  of  Tennyson.'    It  has  also 

a  glossary. 
'  A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  the  poet.' — Times, 
'  An  excellent  short  account. ' — Pail  Mall  Gazette. 
'  An  admirable  introduction.' — Globe. 

L.  Whibley.   GREEK  OLIGARCHIES  :  THEIR  ORGANISA- 
TION AND  CHARACTER.      By  L.    Whibley,   M.A.,  Fellow 
of  Pembroke  College,  Cambridge.     Crown  %vo.     ^s. 
'  An  exceedingly  useful  handbook  :  a  careful  and  well-arranged  study  of  an  obscure 
subject.' — Tijnes. 

*  Mr.  Whibley  is  never  tedious  or  pedantic' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

W.  B.  V/orsfold.    SOUTH  AFRICA  :  Its  History  and  its  Future. 

By  W.    Basil  Worsfold,   M.A.      With  a  Map.     Second  Edition, 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
'An  intensely  interesting  book.' — Daily  Ckro?iicle. 
'  A  monumental  work  compressed  into  a  very  moderate  compass.' — World. 

C.  H.  Pearson.  ESSAYS  AND  CRITICAL  REVIEWS.  By 
C.  H.  Pearson,  M.A.,  Author  of  'National  Life  and  Character.' 
Edited,  with  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  H.  A.  Strong,  M.A,, 
LL.D.     With  a  Portrait.     Demy  Svo.     los.  6d. 

'  These  fine  essays  illustrate  the  great  breadth  of  his  historical  and  literary  sym- 
pathies and  the  remarkable  variety  of  his  intellectual  interests.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

'  Remarkable  for  careful  handling,  breadth  of  \dew,  and  thorough  knowledge.' — Scots- 
man. '  Charming  essays.' — Spectator. 

L.    F.    Price.     ECONOMIC    SCIENCE   AND    PRACTICE. 

By  L.  F.   Price,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxford.     Crown 
Svo.     6j. 
This  book  consists  of  a  number  of  Studies  in  Economics  and  Industrial  and  Social 

Problems. 
'  The  book  is  well  written,  giving  evidence  of  considerable  literary  ability,  and  clear 
mental  grasp  of  the  subject  under  consideration.'  — /J- Vj/'t'^w  Morning-  News. 

C.    F.   Andrews.      CHRISTIANITY   AND    THE    LABOUR 

QUESTION.     By  C.  F.  Andrews,  B.A.     Crozun  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

'  A  bold  and  scholarl}-  survey  of  the  principle  and  motive  which  have  shaped  and 
determined  the  conflicts  of  Labour.' — Speaker. 

Ouida.     VIEWS  AND  OPINIONS.    By  Ouida.     Crown  Svo. 
Second  Edition.     6s. 
Ouida  is  outspoken,  and  the  reader  of  this  book  will  not  have  a  dull  moment.'    The 
book  is  full  of  variety,  and  sparkles  with  entertaining  matter.' — Speaker. 
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J.  S.  Shedlock.     THE  PIANOFORTE  SONATA :  Its  Origin 

and  Development.  By  J.  S.  Shedlock.  Crown  %vo.  5.?. 
'  This  work  should  be  in  the  possession  of  every  musician  and  amateur,  for  it  not 
only  embodies  a  concise  and  lucid  history  ot  the  origin  ofoneof  the  most  im- 
portant forms  of  musical  composition,  but,  by  reason  of  the  painstaking  research 
and  accuracy  of  the  author's  statements,  it  is  a  very  valuable  work  for  reference.' 
— A  thoutuvt. 

E.M.  Bowden.  THE  EXAMPLE  OF  BUDDHA:  Being  Quota- 
tions from  Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in  the  Year.  Compiled 
by  E.  >L  Bowden.  With  Preface  by  Sir  Edwin  Arnold.  Third 
Editiou.      i6ffio.     2s.  6d. 

J.    Beever.       PRACTICAL    FLY-FISHING,     Founded    on 
Nature,  by  John  Beever,  late  of  the  Thwaite  House,  Coniston.     A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Memoir  of  the  Author  by  W.  G.  Collingwood, 
M.A.     Crown  Svo.     35.  6d. 
A  little  book  on  Fly-Fishing  by  an  old  friend  of  Mr.  Ruskin. 

Science 

Freudenreich.  DAIRY  BACTERIOLOGY.  A  Short  Manual 
for  the  Use  of  Students.  By  Dr.  Ed.  von  Freudenreich. 
Translated  from  the  German  by  J.  R.  AiNSWORTH  Davis,  B.A., 
F.C.P.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Chalmers  Mitchell.  OUTLINES  OF  BIOLOGY.  By  P. 
Chalmers  Mitchell,  M.A.,  F.Z.S.  Full}'  Illustrated.  Crown 
Svo.    6s. 

A  text-book  designed  to  cover  the  new   Schedule   issued   by  the  Royal  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons. 

G.Massee.  A  MONOGRAPH  OF  THE  MYXOGASTRES.    By 

George  Massee.     With  12  Coloured  Plates.     RoyalSvo.     iSs.net. 
'  A  work_  much  in  advance  of  any  book  in  the  language  treating  of  this  group  of 
organisms.      It    is  indispensable   to  every   student   of  the   Myxogastres.      The 
coloured  plates  deserve  high  praise  for  their  accuracy  and  execution." — Nature. 


Philosophy 


T.  Hobhouse.  THE  THEORY  OF  KNOWLEDGE.  By 
L.  T.  Hobhouse,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Corpus  College,  Oxford. 
Demy  Svo.     21s. 

The  most  important  contribution  to  English  philosophy  since  the  publication  of  Mr. 
Bradley's  "Appearance  and  Reality."  Full  of  brilliant  criticism  and  of  positive 
theories  which  are  models  of  lucid  statement.' — Glasf:ow  Herald. 

An  elaborate  and  often  brilliantly  written  volume.  The  treatment  is  one  of  great 
freshness,  and  the  illustrations  are  particularly  numerous  and  ayit.'— Times. 
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W.  H.  Fairbrother.    THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  T.  H.  GREEN. 

By  W.    H.    Fairbrother,    M.A.,  Lecturer   at    Lincoln    College, 
Oxford.     Crown  Svo.     ^s,  6d. 

This  volume  is  expository,  not  critical,  and  is  intended  for  senior  students  at  the 

Universities  and  others,  as  a  statement  of  Green's  teaching,  and  an  introduction  to 

the  study  of  Idealist  Philosophy. 
'  In  every  way  an  admirable  book._   As  an  introduction  to  the  writings  of  perhaps  the 

most  remarkable  speculative  thinker  whom  England  has  produced  in  the  present 

centurj',  nothing  could  be  better.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

F.  W.  Bussell.    THE  SCHOOL  OF  PLATO  :  its  Origin  and 

its  Revival  under  the  Roman  Empire.     By  F.  W.  Bussell,  M.A., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford,    Demy  Svo.     los.  6d. 

'  A  highly  valuable  contribution  to  the  history  of  ancient  thought.'—  Glasgczv  Herald. 
'  A  clever  and  stimulating  book,  provocative  of  thought  and  deserving  careful  reading.' 
— Manchester  Guardian. 

F.  S.  Granger.     THE  WORSHIP  OF   THE  ROMANS.    By 

F.  S.  Granger,  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Professor  of  Philosophy  at  Univer- 
sity College,  Nottingham.     Crown  %7)o.     (>s. 

The  author  delineates  that  group  of  beliefs  which  stood  in  close  connection  with  the 
Roman  religion,  and  among  the  subjects  treated  are  Dreams,  Nature  Worship, 
Roman  Magic,  Divination,  Holy  Places,  Victims,  etc. 

'  A  scholarly  analysis  of  the  religious  ceremon:es,beliefs,  and  superstitions  of  ancient 
Rome,  conducted  in  the  new  instructive  light  of  comparative  anthropology.' — 
Times, 
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E.  C.  S.  Gibson.  THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE 
CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND.  Edited  with  an  Introduction  by  E. 
C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds,  late  Principal  of  Wells 
Theological  College.  In  Two  Vohunes.  Demy  Svo.  Js.  6d.  each. 
Vol.1.     Articles  L-VIII. 

'  The  tone  maintained  throughout  is  not  that  of  the  partial  advocate,  but  the  faithful 

exponent.' — Scoisj/ian. 
'  There  are  ample  proofs  of  clearness  of  expression,  sobriety  of  judgment,  and  breadth 

of  view.  .  .  .  Thebook  will  be  welcome  to  all  students  of  the  subject,  and  its  sound, 

definite,  and  loyal  theology  ought  to  be  of  great  service.' — National  Observer. 
'  So  far  from  repelling  the  general  reader,  its  orderly  arrangement,  lucid  treatment, 

and  felicity  of  diction  in%-ite  and  encourage  his  attention.' — Yorkshire  Post. 

R.  L.  Ottley.     THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  INCARNATION. 

By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A,,  late  fellow  of  Magdalen  College,  Oxon., 

Principal  of  Pusey  House,    hi  Two  Volumes.    De?ny2>vo.    i$s. 
'  Learned  and  reverent :  lucid  and  well  arranged.' — Record. 
'Accurate,  well  ordered,  and  judicious.' — National  Observer. 
'A  clear  and  remarkably  full  account  of  the  main  currents  of  speculation.     Scholarly 

precision  .  .  .  genuine  tolerance    ,    .    .    intense  interest  in  his  subject — are  Mr. 

Ottley's  merits,' — G7<ardian. 
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r.  B.  Jevons.  AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  HISTORY 
OF  RELIGION.  By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Tutor  at  the 
University  of  Durham.  Demy  Svo.  los.  6d. 
Mr.  F.  B.  Jevons'  '  Introduction  to  the  History  of  Religion'  treats  of  early  religion, 
from  the  point  of  view  of  Anthropology  and  Folk-lore  ;  and  is  the  first  attempt 
that  has  been  made  in  any  language  to  weave  together  the  results  of  recent 
investigations  into  such  topics  as  Sympathetic  Magic,  Taboo,  Toteniism. 
Fetishism,  etc.,  so  as  to  present  a  systematic  account  of  the  growth  of  primitive 
religion  and  the  development  of  early  religious  institutions. 
'  Displays  mental  power  of  no  ordinary  kind,  and  is  the  result  of  much  and  well- 
directed  sludy.'—Scoisffmn 

S.  R.  Driver.  SERMONS  ON  SUBJECTS  CONNECTED 
\YITII  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT.  By  S.  R.  Driver,  D.D., 
Canon  of  Christ  Church,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  O.xford.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  A  welcome  companion  to  the  author's  famous  'Introduction.'  No  man  can  read  these 
discourses  without  feeling  that  Dr.  Driver  is  fully  alive  to  the  deeper  teaching  of 
the  Old  Testament.' — Guardian. 

T.  K.  Cheyne.  FOUNDERS  OF  OLD  TESTAMENT  CRITI- 
CISM :  Biographical,  Descriptive,  and  Critical  Studies.  By  T.  K. 
Cheyne,  D.D,,  Oriel  Professor  of  the  Interpretation  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture at  Oxford.     Large  crown  Svo.     Js.  6d. 

This  important  book  is  a  historical  sketch  of  O.  T.  Criticism  in  the  form  of  biographi- 
cal studies  from  the  da^'sof  Eichhorn  to  those  of  Driver  and  Robertson  Smith. 
It  is  the  only  book  of  its  kind  in  English. 

'A  ver>'  learned  and  instructive  work.' — Times. 

C.H.Prior.  CAMBRIDGE  SERMONS.  Edited  by  C.H.  Prior, 
M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Pembroke  College.      Croiun  Svo.     ds. 
A  volume  of  sermons    preached   before  the   University  of  Cambridge  by  various 

preachers,  including  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  Bishop  Westcott. 
'A  representative  collection.     Bishop  Westcott's  is  a  noble  sermon.' — Guardian. 

H.  C.  Beeching.  SERMONS  TO  SCHOOLBOYS.  By  H.  C. 
Beeching,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Yattendon,  Berks.  With  a  Preface  by 
Canon  Scott  Holland,     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Seven  sermons  preached  before  the  boys  of  Bradfield  College. 

E.  B.  Layard.  RELIGION  IN  BOYHOOD.  Notes  on  the 
Religious  Training  of  Boys.  With  a  Preface  by  J.  R.  Illing- 
WORTH.     By  E.  B.  Layard,  M.A.     iSmo.     is. 

W.  Yorke  Faussett.  THE  DB  CATECHIZANDIS 
RUDIBUS  OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE.  Edited,  with  Introduction, 
Notes,  etc.,  by  W.  Yorke  Faussett,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol 
Coll.  Crown  Svo.  3J-.  dd. 
An  edition  of  a  Treatise  on  the  Essentials  of  Christian  Doctrine,  and  the  best 
methods  of  impressing  them  on  candidates  for  baptism.  The  editor  bestows  upon 
this  patristic  work  the  same  care  which  a  treatise  of  Cicero  might  claim.  There 
is  a  general  Introduction,  a  careful  Analysis,  a  full  Commentary,  and  other  useful 
matter.  No  better  introduction  to  the  study  of  the  Latin  Fathers,  their  style  and 
'diction,  could  be  found  than  this  treatise,  which  a]so  has  no  lack  of  modern  uUerest. 
Ably  and  judiciously  edited  on  the  same  principle  as  the  ordinary  Greek  and 
Latin  texts.'— (P/ff^^i^T"  Iferald. 
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IVifk   Full-page   Illustrations.      Fcap.    %vo.      Buckram.      y.    6d. 
Padded  morocco,  ^s. 
THE    IMITATION    OF    CHRIST.     By  Thomas  a  Kempis. 
With  an    Introduction  by   Dean   Farrar.     Illustrated   by  C.  M. 
Gere,  and  printed  in  black  and  red.     Second  Edition. 
'  Amongst  all  the  innumerable  English  editions  of  the  "  Imitation,"  there  can  liave 
been  few  which  were  prettier  than  this  one,  printed  in  strong  and  handsome  type 
liy  Messrs.  Constable,  with  all  the  glory  of  red  initials,  and  the  comfort  of  buckram 
binding.' — Glas^^oiv  Herald. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.  By  John  Keble.  With  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  W.  Lock,  M.  A. ,  Sub- Warden  of  Keble  College, 
Ireland  Professor  at  Oxford,  Author  of  the  '  Life  of  John  Keble.' 
Illustrated  by  R.   Anning  Bell. 

'  The  present  edition  is  annotated  with  all  the  care  and  insight  to  be  expected  from 
Mr.  Lock.  The  progress  and  circumstances  of  its  composition  are  detailed  in  the 
Introduction.  There  is  an  interesting  Appendix  on  the  MSS.  of  the  "Christian 
Year,"  and  another  giving  the  order  in  which  the  poems  were  written.  A  "Short 
Analysis  of  the  Thought"  is  prefixed  to  each,  and  any  difficulty  in  the  text  is  ex- 
plained in  a  note. — Guardian. 

'  The  most  acceptable  edition  of  this  ever-popular  work.' — Globe. 

Leaders  of  Religion 

Edited  by  II.  C.  BEECIilNG,  M.A.      With  Portraits,  croivn  8vo. 

A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the  most  prominent  leaders  /  X 

of  religious  life  and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries.  O  /  (^ 

The  following  are  ready —  yj/ 

CARDINAL  NEWMAN.     By  R.  H.  HUTTON 
JOHN  WESLEY.     By  J.  H.  Overton,  M.A. 
BISHOP  WILBERFORCE.     By  G.  W.  Daniel,  M.A. 
CARDINAL  MANNING.     By  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
CHARLES  SIMEON.     By  H.  C.  G.  Moule,  M.A. 
JOHN  KEBLE.    By  Walter  Lock,  M.A. 
THOMAS  CHALMERS.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
LANCELOT  ANDREWES.     By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A. 
AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY.     By  E.  L.  Cutts,  D.D. 
WTLLIAM  LAUD.     By  W.  H.  Hutton,  M.A. 
JOHN  KNOX.     By  F.  M'CUNN. 
JOHN  HOWE.     By  R.  F.  HORTON,  D.D. 
BISHOP  KEN.     By  F.  A.  Clarke,  M.A. 
GEORGE  FOX,  THE  QUAKER.     By  T.  PIoDGKiN,  D.C.L. 
Other  volumes  will  be  announced  in  due  course. 
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Fiction 

SIX     SHILLING     NOVELS 

Marie  Corelli's  Novels 

Crown  2>vo.     6s.  each. 
A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS.     Fourteenth  Edilion. 
VENDETTA.     Tiudfth  Edition. 
T  H  E  L  I\ T  A.     Sixtcc7tth  Edition. 
ARDATH.     Tc?jth  Edition. 
THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.     Ninth  Edition. 
WO  RM  WO  0  D.     Eighth  Edition. 

BARABBAS  :  A  DREAM  OF  THE  WORLD^S  TRAGEDY. 
TiveiUy -ninth  Edition. 

'  The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment  and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writing 
liave  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of  the  conception,  and  the  conviction  is  forced  on 
us  that  even  so  exalted  a  subject  cannot  be  made  too  familiar  to  us,  provided  it  be 
presented  in  the  true  spirit  of  Christian  faith.  The  amplifications  of  the  Scripture 
narrative  are  often  conceived  with  high  poetic  insight,  and  this  "Dream  of  the 
World's  Tragedy  "  is,  despite  some  trifling  incongruities,  a  lofty  and  not  inade- 
quate paraphrase  of  the  supreme  climax  of  the  inspired  narrative.'— i^«/'//« 
kcz>iC7u. 

THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN.     Thirty -fourth  Edition. 

'  A  very  powerful  piece  of  work.  .  .  .  The  conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 
to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the  memory  of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has  immense 
command  of  language,  and  a  limitless  audacity.  .  .  .  This  interesting  and  re- 
markable romance  will  live  long  after  much  of  the  ephemeral  literature  of  the  day 
is  forgotten.  ...  A  literary  phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even  sublime.' — W.  T. 
Stead  in  the  Review  o/Reviezvs. 

Anthony  Hope's  Novels 

Crown  Sz'o.     6s.  each. 
THE  GOD  IN  THE  CAR.     Seventh  Edition. 

'  A  very  remarkable  book,  deserving  of  critical  analysis  impossible  within  our  limit  ; 
brilliant,  but  not  superficial  ;  well  considered,  but  not  elaborated  ;  constructed 
with  the  proverbial  art  that  conceals,  but  yet  allows  itself  to  be  enjoyed  by  readers 
to  whom  fine  literary  method  is  a  keen  pleasure.'—  The  World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.     Fourth  Edition. 

'A  graceful,  vivacious  comedy,  true  to  human  nature.  The  characters  are  traced 
with  a  masterly  hand.' — Times. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  Of  all  Mr.  Hope's  books,  "  A  Man  of  Mark  "  is  the  one  which  best  compares  with 
"  The  Prisoner  of  Zenda."  ' — National  Obscn>er. 
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THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT  ANTONIO.  Third 
Edition, 
•It  IS  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love  and  chu-alry,  and  pure  romance.  The 
outlawed  Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate,  and  withal  modest  and  tender  of 
lovers,  a  peerless  gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a  verj-  faithful  friend,  and  a  most 
magnanimous  foe.' — Guardian. 

S.  Baring  Gould's  Novels 

Crown  8vo.  6s.  each. 
'To  say  that  a  book  is  by  the  author  of  "  Mehalah"  is  to  imply  that  it  contains  a 
story  cast  on  strong  lines,  containing  dramatic  possibilities,  vivid  and  sympathetic 
descriptions  of  Nature,  and  a  wealth  of  ingenious  imagery.' — Speaker. 
'That  whatever  Mr.  Baring  Gould  writes  is  well  worth  reading,  is  a  conclusion  that 
may  be  very  generally  accepted.  His  views  of  life  are  fresh  and  vigorous,  his 
language  pointed  and  characteristic,  the  incidents  of  which  he  makes  use  are 
striking  and  original,  his  characters  are  life-like,  and  though  somewhat  excep- 
tional people,  are  drawn  and  coloured  with  artistic  force.  Add  to  this  that  his 
descriptions  of  scenes  and  scenery  are  painted  with  the  loving  eyes  and  skilled 
hands  of  a  master  of  his  art,  that  he  is  always  fresh  and  never  dull,  and  under 
such  conditions  it  is  no  wonder  that  readers  have  gained  confidence  both  in  his 
power  of  amusing  and  satisfying  them,  and  that  year  by  year  his  popularity 
widens.' — Court  Circular. 

ARM  I  NELL  :  A  Social  Romance.     Fourth  Edition. 
URITH  :  A  Story  of  Dartmoor.     Fifth  Edition. 

'  The  author  is  at  his  best.' — Tivres. 

IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA      Fifth  Edition. 

'One  of  the  best  imagined  and  most  enthralling  stories  the  author  has  produced. 
— Saturday  Review. 

AIRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGENVEN.     Fourth  Editio7t. 

'  The  swing  of  the  narrative  is  splendid.' — Sussex  Daily  A'czus. 

CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  A  powerful  drama  of  human  passion.' — Westminster  Gazette. 
'A  stor>'  worthy  the  author.' — National  Ohse'T'cr. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  Vou  cannot  put  it  down  until  you  have  finished  it.' — Punch. 

'  Can  be  heartily  recommended  to  all  who  care  for  cleanly,  energetic,  and  interesting 
fiction.' — Sussex  Daily  Neivs. 

KITTY  ALONE.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  A  strong  and  original  story,  teeming  with  graphic  description,  stirring  incident, 
and,  above  all.  with  vivid  and  enthralling  human  interest.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

NOEMI;   A   Romance  of  the   Cave-Dwellers.      Illustrated  by 

R.  Caton  WooDviLLE.      Third  Edition. 
*  "  Noemi  "  is  as  excellent  a  tale  of  fighting  and  adventure  as  one  may  wish  to  meet. 

The  narrative  also  runs  clear  and  sharp  as  the  Loire  itself.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
'Mr.  Baring  Gould's  powerful  story  is  full  of  the  strong  lights  and  shadows  and 

vivid  colouring  to  which  he  has  accustomed  us.' — Standard. 

THE    BROOM-SQUIRE.       Illustrated    by    Frank    Dadd. 

Fourth  Edition. 

'  A  strain  of  tenderness  is  woven  through  the  web  of  his  tragic  tale,  and  its  atmosphere 

is  sweetened  by  the  nobility  and  sweetness  of  the  heroine's  character.' — Daily  News. 

'A  story  of  exceptional  interest  that  seems  to  us  to  be  better  than  anything  he  has 

written  of  late.'— -6"/^a,^^r. 
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THE  PENNYCOMEQUICKS.     New  Edition. 
DARTMOOR  IDYLLS. 

'A  l)Ook  to  read,  and  keep  and  read  again  ;  for  the  genuine  fun  and  pathos  of  it  will 
not  early  lose  ihcii  cfi'cct,' — Vanity  Fair. 

Gilbert  Parker's  Novels 

Croivn  Svo.     Cs.  each. 
PIERRE  AND  HLS  PEOPLE,     riiird Edition. 

'  Stories  happily  conceived  and  finely  executed.  There  is  strength  and  genius  in  Mr. 
Parker's  style.' — Daily  Telfpyaph. 

MRS.  FALCHION.     FourtJi  Edition. 

'  A  splendid  study  of  character.' — AtheiKeunt. 

'  15ut  little  behind  anything  that  has  been  done  by  any  writer  of  our  time.'— /'a// 
Mail  Gazette.  '  A  very  striking  and  admirable  novel.'— 5/.  James's  Gazette. 

THE  TRANSLATION  OF  A  SAVAGE. 

'The  plot  is  original  and  one  difficult  to  work  out ;  but  Mr.  Parkerhasdonc  it  with 
great  skill  and  delicacy.  The  reader  wiio  is  not  interested  in  this  original,  fresh, 
and  well-told  tale  must  be  a  dull  person  indeed.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD.     Fourth  Edition. 

'Everybody  with  a  soul  for  romance  will  thoroughly  enjoy  "The  Trail  of  the 
Sword."  ' — St.  Jmnes's  Gazette. 

'  A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.  A  book  like  this,  in  which  swords  flash,  great  sur- 
prises are  undertaken,  and  daring  deeds  done,  in  which  men  and  women  live  and 
love  in  the  old  straightforward  passionate  way,  is  a  joy  inexpressible  to  the  re- 
viewer.'— Daily  CJn-oniclc. 

WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC  :  The  Story  of 
a  Lost  Napoleon.  Foiirtli  Edilion. 
'  Here  we  find  romance— real,  breathing,  living  romance,  but  it  runs  flush  with  our 
own  times,  level  with  our  own  feelings.  The  character  of  Valmond  is  drawn  un- 
erringly ;  his  career,  brief  as  it  is,  is  placed  before  us  as  convincingly  as  history 
itself.  The  book  must  be  read,  we  may  say  re-read,  for  any  one  thoroughly  to 
appreciate  Mr.  Parker's  delicate  touch  and  innate  sympathy  with  humanity.' — 
rail  Mall  Gazette. 
'  The  one  work  of  genius  which  1895  has  as  yet  produced.' — JVe7v  Age. 

AN  ADVENTURER   OF   THE  NORTH:   The  Last  Adven- 
tures of  '  Pretty  Pierre.'     Second Edilio)!. 
'The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  moving  stories  of  the  great  North,  and  it  will 
add  to  Mr.  Parker's  already  high  reputation.'— G/rti'jr^w  Herald. 

THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIGHTY.    Illustrated.     Sixth  Edition. 

The  best  thing  he  has  done  ;  one  of  the  best  things  that  any  one  has  done  lately.' — 

St.  James's  Gazette. 
'  Mr.  Parker  seems  to  become  stronger  and  easier  with  every  serious  novel  that  he 

attempts.  .  .  .  In  "  The  Seats  of  the  Mighty  "  he  shows  the  matured  power  which 

his  former  novels  have  led  us  to  expect,  and  has  produced  a  really  fine  historical 

novel.   .    .   .    Most  sincerely  is   Mr.  Parker  to  be  congratulated   on  the  finest 

novel  he  has  yet  written.' — Atlienfrum. 
'Mr.  Parker's  latest  book  places  him  in  the  front  rank  of  living  novelists.     "Tlie 

Seats  of  the  Mighty"  is  a  great  book.' — Black  and  White. 
'  One  of  the  strongest  stories  of  historical  interest  and  adventure  that  we  have  read 

fur  many  a  day.  ...  A  notable  and  successful  book.' — Speaker. 
'  An  admirable  romance.     The  glory  of  a  romance  is  its  plot,  and  this  plot  is  crowded 

with  fine  sensations,  which  have  no  rest  until  the  fall  of  the  famous  old  city  and 

the  final  restitution  of  love.'— 7'^//  I^f all  Gazette. 
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Conan  Doyle.  ROUND  THE  RED  LAMP.  By  A.  Conan 
Doyle,  Author  of  '  The  White  Company,'  '  The  Adventures  of 
Sherlock  Hohnes,'  etc.  Fourth  Edition.  Cro-vn  Svo.  6s. 
'  The  book  is,  indeed,  composed  of  leaves  from  life,  and  is  far  and  away  the  best  view 
that  has  been  vouchsafed  us  behind  the  scenes  of  the  consulting-room.  It  is  very 
superior  Co  "The  Diar^'  of  a  late  Physician."  '— I  Uustrs-ted  London  News. 

Stanley  Weyman.  UNDER  THE  RED  ROBE.  By  Stanley 
Weyman,  Author  of  '  A  Gentleman  of  France.'  With  Twelve  Illus- 
trations by  R.  Caton  Woodville.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'A  book  of  which  we  have  read  every  word  for  the  sheer  pleasure  of  reading,  and 
which  we  put  down  with  a  ■lan'T  that  we  cannot  forget  it  all  and  start  again.'— 
Westminster  Gazette. 

'  Every  one  who  reads  books  at  all  must  read  this  thrilling  romance,  from  the  first 
page  of  which  to  the  last  the  breathless  reader  is  haled  along.  An  inspiration  of 
"manliness  and  courage."' — Daily  Chronicle. 

'  A  delightful  tale  of  chivalry  and  adventure,  vivid  and  dramatic' — Globe. 

Lucas     Malet.      THE    CARISSIMA.      By    Lucas    Malet, 

Author  of 'The  Wages  of  Sin,' etc.     Third  Edition.     CrotunSvo.    6s. 
This  is  the  first  novel  which  Lucas  Malet  has  written  since  her  very  powerful  '  The 
Wages  of  Sin.' 

*  A  very  able  story.     Only  a  very  few  of  our  novelists  can  write  so  well.' — Sketch. 

Lucas    Malet.       THE    WAGES     OF     SIN.       By    Lucas 

Malet.      lliirteenth  Edition.     Croivn  %vo.     6s. 
Mrs.    Clifford.     A  FLASH   OF   SUMMER.     By  Mrs.  W.  K. 
Clifford,  Author  of  *  Aunt  Anne,'  etc.     Second  Edition.     Crown 
Svo.     6s. 

*  The  story  is  a  very  sad  and  a  very  beautiful  one,  exquisitely  told,  and  enriched  with 

many  subtle  touches  of  wise  and  tender  insight.     It  will,  undoubtedly,  add  to  its 
author's  reputation — already  high — in  the  ranks  of  novelists.' — Speaker. 

Emily  Lawless.  HURRISH.  By  the  Honble.  Emily  Law- 
less, Author  of  '  Maelcho,'  etc.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

A  reissue  of  Miss  Lawless'  most  popular  novel,  uniform  with  '  Maelcho.' 

Emily  Lawless.  INIAELCHO  :  a  Sixteenth  Century  Romance. 
By  the  Honble.  Emily  Lawless,  Author  of  '  Crania,'  '  Hurrish,'etc. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'  A  really  great  book.' — Spectator. 

'There  is  no  keener  pleasure  in  life  than  the  recognition  of  genius.  Good  work  is 
commoner  than  it  used  to  be,  but  the  best  is  as  rare  as  ever.  All  the  more 
gladly,  therefore,  do  we  welcome  in  "  Maelcho  "  a  piece  of  work  of  the  first  order, 
which  we  do  not  hesitate  to  describe  as  one  of  the  most  remarkable  literary 
achievements  of  this  generation.  Miss  Lawless  is  possessed  of  the  very  essence 
of  historical  genius.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

J.  H.  Findlater.    THE  GREEN  GRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE. 

By  Jane  H.  Findlater.     Third  Edition.     Cro7un  Svo.     6s. 

'A  powerful  and  vivid  siory.'— Standard. 

*  A  beautiful  stor^%  sad  and  strange  as  truth  h?:&\L'— Vanity  Fair. 

'  A  work  of  remarkable  interest  and  originality.' — National  Observer. 

'A  very  charming  and  pathetic  tale.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

'  A  singularly  original,  clever,  and  beautiful  story.' — Guardian. 

'  "  The  Green  Graves  of  Balgowrie"  reveals  to  us  a  nev/  Scotch  writer  of  undoubted 

faculty  and  reserve  force.' — Spectator. 
'An  cxquibile  idyll,  delicate,  aficcting,  and  hazuliM.'— Black  and  White. 
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E.  F.  Benson.     DODO  :  A  DETAIL  OF  THE  DAY.   By  E.  F. 

Benson.     Six/cctith  Edition.     Crown  %vo.     6s. 
'  A  delightfully  witty  sketch  of  society.' — Sfcctaior. 
'  A  perpetual  feast  of  epigram  nnd  paradox.' — Sfcakcr. 

E.  F.  Benson.     THE  RUBICON.    By  E.  F.  Benson,  Author  of 

'Dodo.'     Fifth  Edition.      Crown  ^vo.     ds. 

*  An  exceptional  achievement  ;  a  notable  advance  on  his  previous  \ioxV' —National 

Ot'scncr. 

M.  M.  Dowie.     GALLIA.    By  Menie  Muriel  Dowie,  Author 

of  '  A  Girl  in  the  Carpathians.'      Third  Edition.      Crown  Sz'O.     6s. 
'  The  style  is  generally  admirable,  the  dialogue  not  seldom  brilliant,  the  situations 
surprising  in  their  freshness  and  originality,  while  the  subsidiary  as  well  as  the 
principal  characters  live  and  move,  and  the  story  itself  is  readable  from  title-page 
to  colophon.' — Saturday  Kcviezu. 

Mrs.  Oliphant.  SIR  ROBERT'S  FORTUNE.  By  ivIrs. 
Oliphant.  Crown  ovo.  6s. 
'  Full  of  her  own  peculiar  charm  of  style  and  simple,  subtle  character-painting  comes 
her  new  gift,  the  delightful  story  before  us.  The  scene  mostly  lies  in  the  moors, 
and  at  the  touch  of  the  authoress  a  Scotch  moor  becomes  a  living  thing,  strong, 
tender,  beautiful,  and  changeful.' — Fall  Malt  Gazette. 

Mrs.  Oliphant.     THE  TWO   MARYS.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
W.E.Norris.  MATTHEW  AUSTIN.  By  W.  E.  Norris,  Author 

of*  Mademoiselle  de  Mersac,'  etc.    Fourth  Edition.    Crown  ^vo.    6s. 

*  "Matthew  Austin  "  may  safely  be  pronounced  one  of  the  most  intellectually  satis- 

factory and  morally  bracing  novels  of  the  current  year.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

W.   E.   Norris.     HIS   GRACE.     By  W.  E.   Norris.      Third 
Edition.     Crown  %vo.     6s. 
'  l\Ir.  Norris  has  drawn  a  really  fine  character  in  the  Duke  of  Hurstbourne,  at  once 
unconventional  and  very  true  to  the  conventionalities  of  life.' — AthcncBuni. 

W.  E.  Norris.    THE   DESPOTIC    LADY    AND    OTHERS. 
By  W.  E.  Norris.     Crovon  Zvo.     6s. 

'  A  budget  of  good  fiction  of  which  no  one  will  tire.' — Scotsman. 
'An   extremely  entertaining  volume — the  sprightliest  of  holiday  companions.' — 
Daily  Telegraph 

H.  G.  Wells.     THE  STOLEN  BACILLUS,  and  other  Stories. 
By  H.  G.  Wells,  Author  of  'The  Time  Machine.'   Crovun  %vo.    6s. 

'  The  ordinary  reader  of  fiction  may  be  glad  to  know  that  these  stories  are  eminently 
readable  from  one  cover  to  the  other,  but  they  are  more  than  that  ;  they  are  the 
impressions  of  a  very  striking  imagination,  which,  it  would  seem,  has  a  great  deal 
within  its  reach.' — Saturday  Revieiu. 

Arthur  Morrison.  TALES  OF  MEAN  STREETS.  By  Arthur 
Morrison.     Fourth  Edition.     CroTcn  2>vo.     6s. 

'  Told  with  consummate  art  and  extraordinary  detail.  He  tells  a  plain,  unvarnished 
tale,  and  the  very  truth  of  it  makes  for  beauty.  In  the  true  humanity  of  the  book 
lies  its  justification,  the  permanence  of  its  interest,  and  its  indubitable  triumph.' — 
A  ther.ieujii. 

'  A  great  book.  The  author's  method  is  amazingly  effective,  and  produces  a  thrilling 
sense  of  reality.  "Ihe  writer  lays  upon  us  a  master  hand.  "The  book  is  simply 
.ippalling  and  irresistible  in  its  interest.  It  is  humorous  also  ;  without  luunou'r 
it  would  not  make  the  mark  it  is  certain  to  m&Vt,' —]Vorld. 
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Arthur  Morrison.    A  CHILD  OF  THE  J  AGO.    By  Arthur 

Morrison,  Author  of  'Tales  of  Mean  Streets.'     Secotid  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
This,  the  first  long  stor>'  which  j\lr.  Morrison  has  written,  is  like  his  remarkable 

'  Tales  of  Mean  Streets,'  a  realistic  study  of  East  End  life. 
'  The  book  is  a  masterpiece.' — Pail  Mai!  Gaze  tie. 
'  Told  with  great  vigour  and  powerful  simplicity.' — AtkencBtcm. 

J.   Maclaren  Cobban.      THE   KING    OF    ANDAMAN  :    A 

Saviour  of  Society.     By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

'  An  unquestionably  interesting  book.  It  would  not  surprise  us  if  it  turns  out  to  be 
the  most  interesting  novel  of  the  season,  for  it  contains  one  character,  at  least, 
who  has  in  him  the  root  of  immortality,  and  the  book  itself  is  ever  exhaling  the 
sweet  savour  of  the  unexpected.  .  .  .  Plot  is  forgotten  and  incident  fades,  and 
only  the  really  human  endures,  and  throughout  this  book  there  stands  out  in  bold 
and  beautiful  relief  its  high-souled  and  chivalric  protagonist,  James  the  Master 
of  Hutcheon,  the  King  of  Andam.an  himself.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

E.  Morrah.    A  SERIOUS  COMEDY.    By  Herbert  Morrah. 
Croivn  8vo.     6s. 
'There  are  many  delightful  places  in  this  volume,  which  is  well  worthy  of  its  title. 
The  theme  has  seldom  been  presented  with  more  freshness  or  more  force.' — 
Scotsf)iaH. 

L.  B.  Walford.     SUCCESSORS  TO  THE  TITLE.     By  Mrs. 

Walford,  Author  of '  Mr.  Smith, 'etc.  Second  Edition.  CrownZvo.  6s. 

'  The  storj'  is  fresh  and  healthy  from  beginning  to  finish  ;  and  our  liking  for  the  two 

simple  people  who  are  the  successors  to  the  title  mounts  steadily,  and  ends  almost 

in  respect.' — Scotsman. 

T.  L.  Paton.     A  HOME  IN  INVERESK.    By  T.  L.  Baton. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 
'A  book  which  bears  marks  of  considerable  prom.ise.' — Scotsman. 
'A  pleasant  and  well-written  storj-.' — Daily  Chro7iicle. 

John  Davidson.  MISS  ARMSTRONG'S  AND  OTHER  CIR- 
CU^ISTANCES.     By  John  Davidson.     Crown  %vo.     6s. 

'  Throughout  the  volume  there  is  a  strong  vein  of  originality,  a  strength  in  the 
handHng,  and  a  knowledge  of  human  nature  that  are  worthy  of  the  highest  praise.' 
— Scotsman. 

J.  A.  Barry.     IN  THE  GREAT  DEEP  :   Tales  of  the  Sea. 
By  J.  A.  Barry.    Author  of  '  Steve  Brown's  Bunyip.'    Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
'A  collection  of  really  admirable  short  stories  of  the  sea,  very  simply  told,  and  placed 
before  the  reader  in  pithy  and  telling  English.' — Westminster  Gazette. 

J.  B.  Burton.  IN  THE  DAY  OF  ADVERSITY.  By  J.  Bloun- 
DELLE  Burton,  Author  of  '  The  Hispaniola  Plate.'  Second  Edition. 
Crozvn  8\vo.    6s. 

'  Unusually  interesting  and  full  of  highly  dramatic  situations.' — Guardian. 

'A  well-written  story,  drawn  from  that  inexhaustible  mine,  the  time  of  Louis  XIV. 
—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

J.  Bloundelle  Burton.    DENOUNCED.    By  J.  Bloundelle 

Burton,  Author  of  '  In  the  Day  of  Adversity,'  etc.    Second  Edition. 
Cro'cvn  8vo.     6s, 
'  The  plot  is  an  extremely  original  one,  and  the  local  colouring  is  laid  on  with  a 
delicacy  of  touch  and  an  accuracy  of  detail  which  denote  the  true  artist.' — Broad 
A  rrovj. 
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H.  Johnston.  DR.  CONGALTON'S  LEGACY.  By  Henry 
Johnston.     Cro-wti  'Svo.    6s. 

'  Tiie  story  is  redolent  of  humour,  pathos,  and  tenderness,  while  it  is  not  without  a 

touch  of  tragedy.'— .SVtf/Jw/rt«. 
'  A  worthy  and  permanent  contribution  to  Scottish  creative  literature.' — Glasgow 

Herahl 

Julian  Corbett.  A  BUSINESS  IN  GREAT  WATERS.  By 
JiTLiAN  Corbett,  Author  of  'Forgotten  Gold,' 'Kophetua  xiii,' 
etc.  Crcnvn  8:^.  Cs. 
'  Mr.  Corbett  writes  with  immense  spirit,  and  the  book  is  a  thoroughly  enjoyable 
one  in  all  respects.  'I'he  salt  of  tlie  ocean  is  in  it,  and  the  right  heroic  ring  re- 
sountls  through  its  gallant  adventures.' — Speaker, 

L.  Cope  Cornford.     CAPTAIN  JACOBUS  :  A  ROMANCE  OF 

THE  ROAD.    By  L.  Cope  Cornford.    Illustrated.    CrownZvo.   ()s. 

'  An  exceptionally  jjood  story  of  adventure  and  character.' — World. 

C.  Phillips  Wolley.     THE  QUEENSBERRY  CUP.    A  Tale 
of  Adventure.     By  Clive   Phillips  Wolley,  Author  of  'Snap,' 
Editor  of  '  Big  Game  Shooting.'    Illustrated.     Crown  ^vo.     ds. 
*  A  book  which  will  delight  boys:  a  book  which  upholds  the  healthy  schoolboy  code 
of  morality. ' — Scotsman. 

Robert  Barr.  IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS.  By  Robert 
Barr,  Author  of  'From  ^\^lose  Bourne,'  etc.  Third  Edition. 
Crozun  %vo.     ds. 

'  A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us  by  its  capital  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

*Mr.  Barr  has  achieved  a  triumph  whereof  he  has  every  reason  to  be  proud.' — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

L.  Daintrey.      THE  KING  OF  ALBERIA.     A  Romance  of 

the  Balkans.     By  Laura  Daintrey.      Crown  2>vo.     6s. 

'  Miss  Daintrey  seems  to  have  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  people  and  politics 
of  the  Balkan  countries  in  which  the  scene  ot  her  lively  and  picturesque  romance 
is  laid.  On  almost  every  page  we  find  clever  touches  of  local  colour  which  dif- 
ferentiate her  book  unmistakably  from  the  ordinary  novel.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

M.  A.  Owen.  THE  DAUGHTER  OF  ALOUETTE.  By 
Mary  A.  Owen.     Crown  %vo.     6s. 

a  story  of  life  among  the  American  Indians. 
'A  fascinating  story.' — Literary  World. 

Mrs.  Pinsent.     CHILDREN  OF  THIS  WORLD.     By  Ellen 
F.  Pinsent,  Autlior  of  'Jenny's  Case.'     Croxvn  Zvo.     6s. 
'  Mrs.  Pinsent's  new  novel  has  plenty  of  vigour,  variety,  and  good  writin,;:.     There 
are  certainty  of  purpose,  strength  of  touch,  and  clearness  of  vision.' — Athenceuyn. 

Clark  Russell.       MY    DANISH    SWEETHEART.      By  W. 

Clark  Russell,  Author  of  '  The  Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor,'  etc. 
Ilhistrated.     Fourth  Edition.      Crown  Svo.     6s. 

G.  Manville  Fenn.  AN  ELECTRIC  SPARK.  By  G.  Manville 
Fenn,  Author  of  '  The  Vicar's  Wife,'  'A  Double  Knot,'  etc.  Second 
Edition.      Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Ronald    Ross.     THE    SPIRIT   OF    STORM.      By    Ronald 
Ross,  Author  of  '  The  Child  of  Ocean. '     Crown  Svo.     6$. 
A  roma:iLC  of  the  Sea.  '  Weird,  powerful,  and  iniprci,iivc.' — Black  and  M'hlte. 
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B.  Pryce.  TliVIE  AND  THE  WOMAN.  By  Richard  Pryce, 
Author  of  '  Miss  Maxwell's  Affections,'  'The  Quiet  Mrs.  Fleming,' 
etc.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     ds. 

Mrs.  Watson.  THIS  MAN'S  DOMINION.  By  the  Author 
cf  '  A  High  Little  World.'     Secotid  Edition.     Cravn  ^zo.     6s. 

Marriott  Watson.  DIOGENES  OF  LONDON,  and 
Other  Sketches.  By  H.  B,  Marriott  Watson,  Author 
of '  The  Web  of  the  Spider.'     Crown  8vo.     Buckram.     6s. 

M.   Gilchrist.    THE  STONE  DRAGON.     By  Murray   Gil- 
christ.     Croivn  Sz'O.    Buckram.    6s. 
'  Tha  author's  faults  are  atoned  for  by  certain  positive  and  admirable  merits.     The 
romances  have  not  their  counterpart  in  modern  literature,  and  to  read  them  is  a 
unique  experience.' — National  Observer. 

E.  Dickinson.    A  VICAR'S  WIFE.    By  Evelyn  Dickinson. 

Crown-  8vo.     6s. 
E.  M.  Gray.    ELBA.     By  E.  M 'Queen  Gray.    Croicpi  Zvo.    6s. 
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THREE-AND-SIXPENNY     NOVELS 

CroTcn  Hvo. 

DERRICK  VAUGHAN,  NOVELIST.    By  Edna  Lyall. 
MARGERY  OF  QUETHER.     By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
JACQUETTA.     By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
SUBJECT  TO  VANITY.    By  Margaret  Benson. 
THE    SIGN   OF   THE    SPIDER.    By  Bertram    Mitford. 

A  stor^-  of  South  Africa. 

'  Far  superior  to  any  of  the  tales  of  the  Transvaal  with  which  we  are  acquainted. 
Not  for  a  moment  is  the  interest  allowed  to  slacken.'— JVor Id. 

THE  MOVING  FINGER.     By  Mary  Gaunt. 

JACO  TRELOAR.     By  J.  H.  Pearce. 

THE    DANCE    OF    THE    HOURS.     By  'Vera,'   Author  of 

'Blue  Roses.' 
A  WOMAN  OF  FORTY.     By  EsME  Stuart. 
A     CUMBERER    OF    THE    GROUND.      By    Constance 

Smith. 
THE  SIN  OF  ANGELS.   By  Evelyn  Dickinson. 

'  The  story  is  extremely  well  told  ;  it  holds  the  attention  and  is  decidedly  clever.' — 
Leeds  JSIercury. 

AUT   DIABOLUS   AUT  NIHIL.     Bv  X.  L. 

THE  COMING  OF  CUCULAIN.    A  Romance  of  the  Heroic 

Age  of  Ireland.     By  Standish  O'Grady.     Illustrated. 
THE    GODS   GIVE   MY    DONKEY    WINGS.      By   Angus 

Evan  Abbott. 
THE  STAR  GAZERS.     By  G.  ^^Ianville  Fenn. 
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THE  rOISON  OF  ASPS.     r,vR.  Ora-ON  Prowse. 
THE  QUIET  MRS.  FLEMING.     By  R.  Pryce. 
DISENCHANTMENT.     By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 
THE  SQUIRE  OF  WANDALES.    By  A.  Shield. 

'Vastly  interesting  .  .  .  Ca.p'na]\y  wihlcu.'—B/r.c/i  a>u/  JF/iiU\ 

A  REVEREND  GENTLEMAN.    By  J.  M.  Cobban. 
A  DEPLORABLE  AFFAIR.     By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 
A  CAVALIER'S  LADYE.    By  Mrs.  Dicker. 
THE  PRODIGALS.     By  I^Irs.  Oliphant. 

HALF-CROWN      NOVELS 

J  Scries  of  Novels  by  popular  Authors. 

1.  HOVENDEN,  V.C.    By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 

2.  ELI'S  CHILDREN.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

3.  A  DOUBLE  KNOT.     By  G.  Manville  Fenn 

4.  DISARMED.     By  M.  Betham  Edwards. 

5.  A  MARRIAGE  AT  SEA.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

6.  IN  TENT  AND  BUNGALOW.    By  the  Author  of  '  Indian 

Idylls.' 

7.  MY  STEWARDSHIP.     By  E.  M'Queen  Gray. 

8.  JACK'S  FATHER.     By  W.  E.  NoRRis. 

9.  JIM  B. 

10.  THE  PLAN  OF  CAMPAIGN.     By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 

11.  I\IR.  BUTLER'S  WARD.    By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 

12.  A  LOST  ILLUSION.    By  Leslie  Keith. 
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Lynn  Linton.  THE  TRUE  HISTORY  OF  JOSHUA  DAVID- 
SON, Christian  and  Communist.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton.  Eleventh 
Edition.     Post  2>vo.     IS. 

Books  lor  Boys  and  Girls      oj^ 

A  Series  of  Books  by  well-knozi'n  Authors,  well  illustrated.       V^/ 

1.  THE  ICELANDER'S  SWORD.     By  S.  Baring  Gould. 

2.  TWO    LITTLE    CHILDREN   AND    CHING.     By   Editpi 

E.  CUTHELL. 

3.  TODDLEBEN'S  HERO.    By  M.  M.  Blake. 

4.  ONLY  A  GUARD-ROOM  DOG.    By    Edith  E.  CuTHELL. 

5.  THE  DOCTOR  OF  THE  JULIET.    By  Harry  Colling- 

WOOD. 

6.  MASTER  ROCKAFELLAR'S  VOYAGE.  By  W.  Clark 

RUSSKI,L. 

7.  SYD  BELTON  :    Or,  The  lioy  who  would  not  go  to  Sea. 

Ly  G.   Manvillf.  Fknn. 
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The  Peacock  Library 

A  Series  of  Books  for  Girls  by  well-known  Authors,  /^  \  f\ 
handsomely  bound  in  bhie  and  silver^  and  well  illustrated.         ~%  I  ^^ 

1.  A  PINCH  OF  EXPERIENCE.     By  L.  B.  Walford. 

2.  THE  RED  GRANGE.     By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 

3.  THE  SECRET  OF  MADAME  DE  MONLUC.      By  the 

Author  of  '  Mdle  Mori.' 

4.  DUMPS.     By  Mrs.  Parr,  Author  of  'Adam  and  Eve.' 
:;.  OUT  OF  THE  FASHION.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 

6.  A  GIRL  OF  THE  PEOPLE.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 

7.  HEPSY  GIPSY.     By  L.  T.  ?nIeade.     2s.  6d. 

8.  THE  HONOURABLE  MISS.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 

9.  MY  LAND  OF  BEULAH.     By  Mrs.  Leith  Adams. 

University    Extension    Series 

A  series  of  books  on  historical,  Hterary,  and  scientific  subjects,  suitable 
for  extension  students  and  home-reading  circles.  Each  volume  is  com- 
plete in  itself,  and  the  subjects  are  treated  by  competent  writers  in  a 
broad  and  philosophic  spirit. 

Edited  by  J.  E.  SVMES,  M.A., 

Principal  of  University  College,  Nottingham. 

Crown  Svo.     Price  {with  some  exceptions)  2s.  6d. 

The  folloxving  volumes  are  ready : — 

THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND.  By  H.  de 
B.  GiBBiNS,  D.Litt.,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Wadham  College,  Oxon., 
Cobden  Prizeman.  Fourth  Edition.  With  Maps  and  Plans,  35. 
'A  compact  and  clear  story  of  our  industrial  development.  _A  study  of  this  concise 
but  luminous  book  cannot  fail  to  give  the  reader  a  clear  insight  into  the  principal 
phenomena  of  our  industrial  history.  The  editor  and  publishers  are  to  be  congrat- 
ulated on  this  first  volume  of  their  venture,  and  we  shall  look  with  expectant 
interest  for  the  succeeding  volumes  of  the  series.'—  University  Extension  Journal. 

A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  By 
L.  L.  Price,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxon.    Second  Edition. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Industrial 
Conditions  of  the  Poor.     By  J.  A.  IIOBSON,  M.A.      Third  Edition. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    By  A.  Sharp. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    By  J.  E.  Symes,  M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY.  By  F.  S.  Granger,  M.A.,  Lecturer  in  Philo- 
sophy at  University  College,  Nottingham. 
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THE  EVOLUTION   OF  PLANT  LIFE:  Lower  Forms,     hy 

G.  Masses,  Kew  Gardens.      IVt^/i  llluslrations, 
AIR  AND  WATER.     Professor  V.  B.  Lewes,  M.A.    Illustrated. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  LIFE  AND  HEALTH.      By  C.  \V. 

KiMMixs,  M.A.  Camb.     Illustrated. 
THE  MECHANICS  OF  DAILY  LIFE.     By  V.  P.  Sells,  M.A. 

Illustrated. 
ENGLISH    SOCIAL    REFORMERS.      H.    de    B.   Gibbins, 

D.Liu.,  M.A. 
ENGLISH    TRADE    AND    FINANCE    IN   THE   SEVEN- 
TEEN FIX  CENTURY.    ByW.  A.  S.  IIewins,  B.A. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.     The  Elementary  Principles  of 

Chemistry.     By  M.  M.  Pattison  MuiR,  M.  A.     Illustrated. 
A  TEXT-BOOK  OF  AGRICULTURAL  BOTANY.    By  M.  C. 

Potter,' M.  A.,  F.L.S.     Illustrated,     y.  6d. 
THE  VAULT    OF    HEAVEN.      A   Popular   Introduction    to 

Astronomy.     By  R.  A.  Gregory.       l-V/tA  immerous  Illustrations. 
METEOROLOGY.     The    Elements  of  Weather  and   Climate. 

By  H.  N.  Dickson,  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.  Met.  Soc.    Illustrated. 
A   MANUAL   OF   ELECTRICAL   SCIENCE.     By   GEORCiE 

J.  BuRCH,  M.A.      With  numerous  Illustrations.     35. 
THE  EARTH.     An  Introduction  to  Physiography.     By  EvAN 

Small,  M.A.     Illustrated. 
INSECT   LIFE.     By  F.  W.  Theobald,  M.A.     Illustrated. 
ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE  TO  BROWNING.     By 

W.  M.  Dixon,  M.A. 
ENGLISH   LOCAL  GOVERNMENT.     By   E.  Jenks,  M.A., 

Professor  of  Law  at  University  College,  Liverpool. 
THE    GREEK    VIEW    OF    LIFE.     By    G.   L.    Dickinson, 

Fellow  of  King's  College,  Cambridge. 
'  Sensible,  accurate,  and  interesting  .  .  .   Written  with  great  clearness  and  real  in- 
sight .      .  We  think  highly  of  this  little  volume.'— /'a// J/a//Ga^^^/r. 

Social  Questions  of  To-day 

Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  D.Lilt.,  M.A. 

Crown  ovo.     2s.  6d.  I  / 

A  series  of  volumes  upon  those  topics  of  social,  economic,         2mi  \  v-/ 
and  industrial  interest  that  are  at  the  present  moment  fore-  | 

most  in  the  public  mind.  Each  volume  of  the  series  is  written  by  an 
author  who  is  an  acknowledged  authority  upon  the  subject  with  which 
he  deals. 

The  following  Volumes  of  the  Series  are  ready  : — 
TRADE    UNIONISM-NEW   AND    OLD.     By  G.  Howell,  Author  of 
'  The  Conflicts  of  Cnpital  and  L:ibour.'     Second  EdUiou. 
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THE   CO-OPERATIVE  MOVEMENT  TO-DAY.      By  G.  J.  Holyoake, 

Author  of  '  The  History  of  Co-Operation. '     Second  Edition. 
MUTUAL  THRIFT.     By  Rev.  J.  Frome  Wilkinson,   M.A.,  Author  of 

'  The  Friendly  Society  Movement.' 
PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Industrial  Conditions  of 

the  Poor.     By  J.  A.  Hobson,  M.A.     Third  Edition. 
THE  COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS.     By  C.  F.  Bastaple,  M.A.,  Professor 

of  Economics  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin. 
THE  ALIEN  INVASION.     By  W.    H.   WiLKlNS,    B.A.,  Secretary  to  the 

Society  for  Preventing  the  Immigration  of  Destitute  Aliens. 
THE  RURAL  EXODUS.     By  P.  Anderson  Graham. 
LAND  NATIONALIZATION.     By  Harold  Cox,  B.A. 
A   SHORTER   WORKING   DAY.     By  H.  DE  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt.,  M.A., 

and  R.  A.  Hadfield,  of  the  Hecla  Works,  ShefiP.eld. 
BACK  TO  THE  LAND  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Cure  for  Rural  Depopulation. 

By  H.  E.  Moore, 
TRUSTS,  POOLS  AND  CORNERS :  As  affecting  Commerce  and  Industry. 

By  J.  Stephen  Jeans,  M.R.I.,  F.S.S. 
THE  FACTORY  SYSTEM.     By  R.  Cooke  Taylor. 
THE  STATE  AND  ITS  CHILDREN.    By  Gertrude  Tuckwell. 
WOMEN'S  WORK.     By  Lady  Dilke.  Miss  Bulley,  and  Miss  Whitley. 
MUNICIPALITIES    AT   WORK.     The   Municipal  Policy  of  Six  Great 

Towns,   and  its   Influence  on  their  Social  Welfare.      By  Frederick 

Dolman. 
SOCIALIS^I  AND  MODERN  THOUGHT.     By  M.  Kaufmann. 
THE  HOUSING  OF  THE  WORKING  CLASSES.     By  R.  F.  Bowmaker. 
MODERN  CIVILIZATION  IN  SOME  OF  ITS  ECONOMIC  ASPECTS. 

By  V/.  Cunningham,  D.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 
THE  PROBLEM   OF  THE  UNEMPLOYED.      By  J.  A.  Hobson.  B.A., 

Author  of  '  The  Problems  of  Poverty.'     Crown  Zvo.    2s.  6d. 
'A-'ery  good  book— the  work  of  an  evidently  sincere  man,  and  one  who  carefully 
weighs  his  woxds.'—Speciaior. 

Classical  Translations 

Edited  by  M.  F.  FOX,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose 
College,  Oxford. 
Messrs.  Mcthuen  are  issuing  a  New  Series  of  Translations  from  the 
Greek  and  Latin  Classics.  They  have  enlisted  the  services  of  some 
of  the  best  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Scholars,  and  it  is  their  intention  that 
the  Series  shall  be  distinguished  by  literary  excellence  as  well  as  by 
scholarly  accuracy. 

.^SCHYLUS — Agamemnon,  Choephoroe,  Eumenides.  Translated  bv  Lewis 
Campbell,  LL.D.,  late  Professor  of  Greek  at  St.  Andrews,     5^.' 

CICERO— De  Oratore  I.  Translated  by  E.  N.  P.  Moor,  M.A.,  Assistant 
Master  at  Clifton,     y.  6 J. 
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CICERO  — Select  Orations  (Pro   Milone,    Pro   Miirena,    Philippic  ii.,    In 

Catilinam).     Translated  by  II.   E.   D.   Blakiston,  M.A.,  Fellow  and 

Tutor  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford.     5.?. 
CICERO— Dc   Natura   Deorum.      Translated  by   F.    Brooks,    M.A.,   late 

Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford.     3s.  6d. 
LUCIAN— Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus,  Icaro-Menippus,  The  Cock,  The  Ship, 

The  Parasite,  The  Lover^of  Falsehood).     Translated  by  S.  T.  Irwin, 

M.A.,   Assistant  Master  at  Clifton;    late  Scholar  of  Exeter  College, 

Oxford.     3.^.  ()d. 
SOPHOCLES— Electra  and  Ajax.     Translated  by  E.   D.   A.   Morshead, 

M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  New  College,  Oxford;  Assistant  Master  at  \\'in- 

chester.     2^.  6d. 
TACITUS— Agricola  and   Germania.     Translated  by  R.  B.  TOWNSIIEXD, 

late  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.     2s.  6d. 


Educational  Books 


CLASSICAL 
TACITI    AGRICOLI.      With  Introduction,  Notes,   Map,  etc.      By  R.  F. 

Davis,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Weymouth  College.     Crown  2>vo.     2s. 
TACITI  GERMANIA.     By  the  same  Editor.     Crozon  S-'o.    2s. 
HERODOTUS:    EASY    SELECTIONS.      With    Vocabulary.     By  A.  C. 

LiDDELL,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Nottingham  High  School.    Fcap. 

8fo.     IS.  6d. 
SELECTIONS    FROM   THE   ODYSSEY,      By  E.  D.  Stone,  M. A.,  late 

Assistant  Master  at  Eton.     Frap.  8ro.     is.  6d. 
PLAUTUS  :  THE  CAPTIVI.    Adapted  for  Lower  Forms  by  J.  H.  Fresse, 

M.A.,  late  Fellow  of  St.  John's,  Cambridge,     is.  6d. 
DEMOSTHENES  AGAINST  CONON  AND  CALLICLES.     Edited  with 

Notes  and  Vocabulary,  by  F.  Darwin  Swift,  M.A.,  formerly  Scholar 

of  Queen's  College,    Oxford ;    Assistant  Master  at   Denstone    College. 

Fcap.  8vo.     2S. 

GERMAN 

A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAMMAR.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbixs,  D.Litt., 
M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Nottingham  High  School.    Crozvn  Zvo.    is.  6d. 

GERMAN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  By  E. 
M 'Queen  Gray.     Croum  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

SCIENCE 

THE  WORLD  OF  SCIENCE.     Including  Chemistry,  Heat,  Light,  Sound, 

Magnetism,   Electricity,  Botany,   Zoology,    Physiology,   Astronomy,  and 

Gcoiogy.      By   R.    Elliott  Steel,  M.A.,   F.C.S.      147   Illustrations. 

Second  Edition.     Croum  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

*  Mr.  Steel's  Manual  is  admirable  in  many  ways.     Tiie  book  is  well  calculated  to 

attract  and  retain  the  attention  of  the  young.'—Sat7(nfa_y  Re7'ic7u. 
'  If  Mr.  Steel  is  to  lie  placed  second  to  any  for  this  quality  of  lucidity,  it  is  only  to 
Huxley  himself;  and  to  be  named  in  the  same  breath  with  tliis  master  of  the 
craft  of  teaching  is  to  be  accredited  wilh  the  clearness  of  style  and  simplicity  of 
arrangement  that  belong  to  thorrnch  ma'^tery  of  a  9.\\h]tci. '—Pa7-cnts  Kcvinv. 
ELEMENTARY  LIGHT.  By  R.  E.  Steel.  With  numerous  Iliu«;trations. 
Crown  Svo.     ^s,  Cd. 
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ENGLISH 
ENGLISH    RECORDS.     A  Companion  to  the  History  of  England.     By 
H.  E.  Malden,  M.A.     Crtnvn  8zv\     3^.  6d. 
A  book  which  aims  at  concentrating  information  upon  dates,  genealogy,  officials, 
constitutional  documents,  etc.,  which    is    usually  found   scattered   in    dliferent 
volumes. 
THE  ENGLISH  CITIZEN:   HIS  RIGHTS  AND  DUTIES.     By  H.  E. 
Malden,  M.A.     IS.  6d. 
'  The  book  goes  over  the  same  ground  as  is  traversed  in  the  school  books  on  thi^ 
subject  written  to  satisfy  the  requirements  of  the  Education  Code.      It  would 
serve  admirably  the   purposes  of  a  text-book,  as  it  is  well  based  in  historical 
facts,  and  keeps  quite  clear  of  party  matters.' — Scotsjnan. 

METHUEN'S     COMMERCIAL    SERIES 
Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  D.Lilt.,  M.A. 

BRITLSH   COMMERCE  AND  COLONIES   FROM    ELIZABETH   TO 

VICTORIA.     By  H.   de  B.  Gibbixs,  D.Litt.,   M.A.,  Autlior  of  'The 

Industrial  History  of  England,'  etc.,  etc.,     2s. 
COMMERCIAL    EXA^IINATION    PAPERS.       By   H.   de  B.  Gibbins, 

D.Litt.,  M.A.,  If.  6d. 
THE  ECONOMICS  OF  COMMERCE.     By  H.  de  B.  Gibbix.s,  D.Litt.. 

^I.A.     IS.  6d. 
A   MANUAL    OF    FRENCH    COMMERCIAL    CORRESPONDENCE. 

By  S.  E.  Bally,  Modern  Language  Master  at  the  Manchester  Grammar 

School.     2J-. 
GERMAN    COMMERCIAL    CORRESPONDENCE.     By  S.   E.   B.\llv, 

Assistant  Master  at  the  Manchester  Grammar  School.    Croxvyi  ^vo.  2s.  6d. 
'A  thorough-going  and  practical  work,  that  covers  the  ground  of  the  usual  examina- 
tions in  its  subject.' — Scotsman. 
A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  READER.     By  S.  E.  Bally.     2s. 
COMMERCL-i.L  GEOGRAPHY,  with  special  reference  to  Trade  Routes. 

New  Markets,  and  Manufacturing  Districts.      By  L.  W.  Lyde,  M.A.,  of 

the  Academy,  Glasgow.     2s. 
A  PRIMER  OF  BUSINESS.    By  S.  Iackson,  M.A.     is.  6d. 
COMMERCIAL  ARITHMETIC.     By  F.  G.  Taylor,  M.A.     i^.  6d. 

WORKS  BY  A.  M.  M.  ST  E  DM  AN,  M.A. 

INITIA  LATINA:  Easy  Lessons  on  Elementary  Accidence.    Second  Editioi. 

Frat)  d>vo.     js. 
FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS.     Fouiih  EdiHon.     Crozv?i  ^vo.     2s. 
FIRST   LATIN    READER.     With   Notes  adapted  to  the  Shorter   Latin 

Primer  and  Vocabulary.      Third  F.a  it  ion.     Croxunovo.     rs.  6d. 
EASY  SELECTIONS   FROM   CAESAR.     Part   I.     The   Helvetian    War. 

12,7)10.       is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY.    Part  L    The  Kings  of  Rome.     i8;;w. 

is.  6d. 
EASY  LATIN    PASSAGES   FOR    UNSEEN   TRANSLATION.    Fo7oi/i 

Fdifion.     Fcap.  "^vo.     is.  6d. 
EXEMPLA  LATINA.    First  Lessons  in  Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary. 

Crown  Zvo.     xs. 
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easy  latin  exercises  on  the  syntax  of  the  shorter 

AND     REVISED     LATIN     PRIMER.       With    Vocabulary.       Sixih 

Edition.     Crcnvn  8vo.     2S.  6cf.     Issued  with  the  consent  of  Dr.  Kennedy. 
THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SENTENCE:  Rules  and  Exercises.     Crown 

Sxv.     i.f.  6d.     With  Vocabulary.     2s. 
NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellaneous  Latin  Exercises  on  Common  Rules 

and  Idioms.     Second  Edition.    Fcap  8vo.    \s.  6d.    With  Vocabulary.  .  2S. 
LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION:  Arranged  according  to 

Subjects.     Fourth  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     xs.  6d. 
A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN  IDIOMS  AND  PHRASES.     iSmo.     rs. 
STEPS  TO  GREEK.     x8nw.     xs. 
EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.    FcapZvo. 

xs.  6d. 
GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION.     Arranged  according  to 

Subjects.     Second  Edition.     Fcap  Svo.     xs.  6d, 
GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELECTIONS.     For  the  use  of  Schools.     T/iird 

Edition.    With  Introduction,  Notes,  and  Vocabulary.    Fcap  Svo.    2s.  6d. 
STEPS  TO  FRENCH.     x8mo.     8d. 
FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.     Cro7vn  Svo.    xs. 
EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.    Second 

Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     xs.  6d. 
EASY  FRENCH    EXERCISES   ON    ELEMENTARY  SYNTAX.     With 

Vocabulary.     Crown  Svo.     2S.  6.i. 
FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION:  Arranged  according  to 

Subjects.     Foitrth  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     xs. 

SCHOOL  EXAMINATION  SERIES 
Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Crozvn  Stjo.     2s.  6d. 

FRENCH  EXAMINATION    PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.     By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.    Eighth  Edition. 
A  Key,  issued  to  Tutors  and  Private  Students  only,  to  be  had  on 
application  to  the  Publishers.     Second  Edition.     Crorvn  Svo.   6s.  net. 

LATIN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.  Sixth  Edition. 
Key  issued  as  above.     6s.  net. 

GREEK  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAM- 
MAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  xM.A.  Fonrth  Edition. 
Key  issued  as  above.    6s.  net. 

GERMAN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAM- 
MAR AND  IDIOMS.  By  R.  J.  MORICH,  Manchester.  Third  Edition. 
Key  issued  as  above.     6.f.  net. 

HISTORY  AND  GEOGRAPHY  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  C.  H. 
Spexce,  M.A.,  Clifton  College. 

.SCIENCE  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  R.  E.  Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S.. 
Chief  Natural  Science  Master,  Bradford  Grammar  School.  In  two  vo/s. 
Part  I.  Chemistry  ;  Part  ii.  Physics. 

GENERAL  KNOWLEDGE  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Third  Edition.  Key  issued  as  above.     ']s.  net. 


Printed  by  T.  and  A.  Constabi-R,  Printers  to  Her  Maje<;ty 
at  the  Edinburgh  University  Press 


THIS  BOOK  IS  DUE  ON  THE  LAST  DATE 
STAMPED  BELOW 


AN     INITIAL     FINE     OF     25     CENTS 

WILL  BE  ASSESSED  FOR  FAILURE  TO  RETURN 
THIS. BOOK  ON  THE  DATE  DUE.  THE  PENALTY 
WILL  INCREASE  TO  50  CENTS  ON  THE  FOURTH 
DAY  AND  TO  $1.00  ON  THE  SEVENTH  DAY 
OVERDUE. 


FEB     5  1933 
FEB   6    1933 


fi!/G     fi  19S8 


387194 


UNIVERSITY  OF  CALIFORNIA  LIBRARY 


